








Introduction 


MILY BRONTE’S poems were not written for publication or 

for any eye save her own and, perhaps, her sister Anne’s. By- 
products of the long-continued Gondal Play and its secret prose 
which she shared with her younger sister, they were unknown 
even to other members of the Parsonage family until Charlotte, 
in the autumn of 1845, accidentally stumbled upon one of her 
sister's manuscript notebooks, precipitating a family crisis which 
stands as a landmark in literary history. 

Replete with weird names of unknown persons and places and 
set down in minute, gnarled, and crabbed hand-printing, many 
of them on mere scraps of paper, they tantalized and defied 
would-be transcribers and editors for almost a century. The con- 
sequent mutilated form in which they dribbled through to the 
public, in small groups and single poems, served more, perhaps, 
than all else to distort the world’s understanding of Emily's 
genius and to build up such familiar clichés as “the mysticism of 
Emily Bronté” and “the mystery of Wuthering Heights.” 

Now that C. W. Hatfield has brought the body of her verse to- 
gether,’ with text made perfect, it appears that the mutilation 
Was greater than had been guessed, that no one piece stands alone 


"C W. Hatfield, The Complete Poems of Emily Jane Bronte, Edited from 
€ Manuscripts (Columbia University Press, 1941). 
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Gondal’s Queen 
which in grandeur ce De and uni 
i ends the sublimest single poemi. ^* 1S a tigh 

e epic dis d wild, grotesque world of imagination whid, 

nourished Emily’s creative genius and brought it un Slorious 

fruitage. It tells the story of genius at its strangest, WAR of 

the importance of its background I Venu repeat briefly the 

story told in The Brontes’ Web of Childhood. Ue. 

On the night of June 5, 1826, the Reverend Patrick Brontë, per- 

petual curate of Haworth, in Yorkshire, returned from Leeds, 
bringing a toy each for his four children, who at that hour Were 
in bed asleep. By request he had a box of wooden soldiers for 
Branwell, to replace an older set worn out by family play. Ap- 
parently the girls were more interested in the soldiers than in 
their own toys, and Branwell, next morning, when showing them 
his treasures, generously allowed each to choose a soldier for her 
own, to do with as she liked, though he remained the actual 
owner. 

Around the twelve wooden soldiers, designated as the Young 
Men, the four Bronté children created through the days, weeks, 
months, and years a saga of group games called collectively the 
Young Men’s Play, which they carried on with mounting gusto 
until Charlotte’s departure for Miss Wooler’s school at Roe Head 
in January, 1831. Details of its day-by-day development through 
these six years are recorded in Charlotte’s and Branwell’s diminu- 
tive play books, written and “published” under the names of cer- 


tain of the wooden soldiers. 

The play took permanent form when the children one day sent 
the Young Men, or the Twelves, as they often called the toys, “all 
true heroes,” on a voyage in “the good ship Invincible—seventy- 
four guns,” and allowed them to suffer shipwreck on the Guinea 
P. Coast. The genii who haunted the “Gibble Kumri, or Mountains 
¿Of the Moon”—the four young Brontés after reading Arabian 
_ Nights had assumed the roles of “Chief Genii” Talli, Branni, 
] mmi, a nd Anni, who ruled all subordinate spirits of land, water, 
and air—saved the party from the murderous blacks and built for 

em a magic « ity, which they called Glass Town or the Glass- 


- hatentord, The Brontés Web of Childhood (Columbia Uni- 
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Introduction 


3 th of the Niger River. AS the play continued, 
$ Me explored and conquered the surrounding 

ach carving out a kingdom for himself. The four king- 
sent iN jn course of time a confederation patterned after 
nd DEF of England, Scotland, Ireland, and Wales 


s PEE, s Duke of Wellington. The Classis dut 
- in its tura, became 1n course of further yea y 
ed d Branwell's manipulation a far-flung Eastern des- 
Coann e o Angria,* ruled by the elder son of the Duke of Wel- 
TA 2 E Arthur Wellesley, Marquis of Douro, who in- 
E ower and added to his titles until at the height of his 
Eee cae himself “Arthur Augustus Adrian Wellesley, 
ed of Zamorna and Emperor of Angria." 
Because Emily's contributions to the literature of the Young 
Men's Play: j.e., her “books,” if she wrote any, have been lost, her 
artin the creation must be inferred from a few passages m Char- 
lotte’s and Branwell’s volumes. Charlotte records that Emily s 
own particular soldier was originally dubbed Waiting Boy, but 
later was given the more dignified and pretentious address of Sir 
William Edward Parry, after the great Arctic explorer. His king- 
dom in the Glasstown confederacy, known as Parrysland, stood in 
relation to Charlotte's and Branwell’s countries as Scotland to 
| England in the United Kingdom, its poverty, frugality and aus- 
terity contrasting with the commercial wealth, lavish luxury, 
and social brilliance of Charlotte’s Wellingtonsland. The only 
direct description we have of Parrysland comes trom Charlotte in 
person of Lord Charles Wellesley, younger son of the Duke of 
Wellington, reporting a recent visit to Parry’s Palace for the 
ET "esso 1830, issue of The Young Men's Magazine. Though 
| T e u tte is here describing literally a group of toys (wooden 
¿2 gures, a to village, etc. ), she has Lord Charles emphasize, with 













re Eon. to connect this name with the village on the Ga- 


TES Town from its ruler, King Glass, described by 
peeplorations and Adventures in Equatorial Africa, 


I rty 
Be 
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a family of pirates operating (1698-1756) 
o | the west coast of India. The young Brontés 
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Gondal’s Quee” | 
à touch of contempt, the plainness of Emily S Cem Contrast 
to the Arabian Nights’ richness and gt andeur ° own Wa. 
lingtonsland. 


ediat 
In less than a week I crossed the borders E Ue but renee 
with the changed aspect of everything: - "0 jackets & white apron 
less milk-and-water-beings in clean CUM hi contained four job. 
all the houses were ranged in formal rows: x anne or splendid an 
each with a little garden in front. No hal No high-born RR 
Towered insultingly over the cottage" yed his broad lands with 


r surve 
claimed allegiance of his vassals, Ke d was enclosed with stone walls, 


; inch of grou 
lang planted rows of trees generally Poplars 


. ff A R 
appeared. But no hoary woods or nodding groves were SU ered to in 


trude on the scene. rivers rushed not with Foam & thunder through 


walled on each side 
meads & mountains, but glided canal-like along, Nasty f 
i ; ‘oht therein find a watery grave Jee 
that no sportive child mig 1 ? cim 
tories with their tall black chimnies breathing thick colums 0i almost 
i d not that sky of dull hazy cerulean hue. every 
tangible smoke, discolored not the YE ; & handkerchief 
woman wore a brown stuff-gown with white CaP k ; T 
Glossy satin, rich velvet, costly silk or soft muslin, broke not 1n on the 
fair uniformity. dm 
Well “on I travelled many a mile” till I reached Parrys Palace. it was 
a square building of stone surmounted by blue slates and some round 
stone pumpkins the garden around it was of moderate dimensions laid 
out in round, oval or square flower beds, rows of peas, gooseberry 
bushes & black, red & white currant trees, some few common Flower- 
ing shrubs & a grass plat to dry clothes on. all the convenient offices 
such as, wash-house back-kitchen stable & coal house were built in a 
ER gline & backed by a row of trees. in a paddock behind the house were 
~ Feedin one cow to give milk for the family & butter for the dairy & 
a dor the table, one horse to draw the gig, carry—their majesties, 
or bring hor Nos from market, together with a calf & foal as 
B E Edward & lady Emily Parry came out to 
= M C É ... Dinner was set on the table pre- 
| E es were roast beef, yorkshire pudding, 
2 B ooa cucumbers. . .. At the dessert 
m not a drop more & eat a plateful of 
Dec «fT E. I E xpected some blow-up after the 
L 21055 11 A IMEN Ju : e . 
MED his continued grunting 
E sappointed. an hour subse- 




















I ntroduction 


er, he was taken extremely sick. No Doctor being at hand 

th was momentarily expected & would certainly have ensued, had 
E Genius Emily arrived at a most opportune period when the 
= D had reached its crisis. She cured with an incantation & van- 
Jem ar remained at Parry’s Palace till the morrow, for I found 
ER intolerably dull as much so as I fear the reader will find this 


quent to dinn 


account of 1t* 

It is apparent from a poem by Charlotte, coincident with her 
school days at Roe Head, that on the eve of her departure from the 
parsonage the four children, sitting as Chief Genii in Council.” 
decided to obliterate their creation in a grand spectacular finale: 


The Trumpet hath sounded, its voice is gone forth 
From the plains of the south to the seas of the north; 


"Twas the Ruler of Spirits that sent forth the sound 
To call his dread legions in myriads around. 


Mute, mute are the mighty, and chilled is their breath, 
For at midnight passed o’er them the Angel of Death! 
The king and the peasant, the lord and the slave, 

Lie entombed in the depth of one wide solemn grave. 


Branwell, however, did not accept the obliteration, but continued 
the Glasstown play at high speed with such co-operation as could 
be had from Charlotte through letters and vacation visits. Emily, 
refusing his leadership, took advantage of the interruption to 
withdraw and set up a play of her own with Anne, leaving her 
pie to struggle alone until Charlotte’s return in midsummer, 
se agerly Charlotte’s hungry pen fell upon the old creation 
S a channel for a new romantic stream drawn from her reading 
of Byron and Scott. 
yd hes protest, voiced by Branwell in the Glasstown Intelli- 
dim de remained aloof with Anne, and from that time on, 
iE dixic A sank out of the family life, the children played 
tiro eid ub pairs, Charlotte and Branwell, Emily and Anne, the 
> i maintaining a parallelism of plot development which 
Close knowledge each of the other’s writings, and on 


v N OW in the B 1 . = 
onnell Collection, Bronté Museum, Haworth, England. 
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Gondal’s Queen 


Emily’s part a conscious and studied antithesis of philosophy and 

moral judgment, advanced, no doubt, in protest against fallacies 

of the earlier creation. x | 

In my early study of the Bronte juvenilia, I had small interest 

in Emily, for of the “good many” books which she and Anne 

enumerate in their birthday notes of 1841 and 1845," none haye 

come to light. She first challenged my interest In a transcript | 
of a hitherto unannounced journal fragment sent me by H, 
H. Bonnell, of Philadelphia, a singularly sincere and devoteg — 
Bronté collector, who through a number of yea reassembled a | 
large proportion of the scattered literary remains of the family. 
The fragment, in Emily’s handwriting, dated November 94, | 
1834, and signed for herself and Anne, ıs a mere roll call of the - 
parsonage household, with the whereabouts and occupations of | 
each at the moment. | 


| 
| 
| 
| 


Taby said just now Come Anne pilloputate (1e pill a potato[)] Aunt 
has come into the kitchen just now and said where are your feet Anne | 
Anne answered On the floor Aunt papa opened the parlour door - 
and gave Branwell a letter saying here Branwell read this and showit — 
to your Aunt and Charlotte—The Gondals are discovering the interior | 
of Geraldine [sic] Sally Mosley is washing in the back-kitchin. 


MO 
x ; j A 
; " an ws 3 


Commonplace and embarrassingly childish it seemed to me for 
a girl well into her seventeenth year. But for one sentence! | 
should have taken little notice of it. That one sentence, “The Gon- _ 
dals are discovering the interior of Geraldine," fastened itself in — 
my brain and clung the tighter because it made no sense. The — 
Gondals I knew from the birthday notes as the people of Emily d 
and Anne's play world, but who (or what) was Geraldine and 
why the Gondals should be interested in her (or its) interior was 
_ beyond my guessing. ¿3 

The question was still teasing my imagination when Hatfield's | 
revision of Clement K. Shorter’s Com plete Poems of Emily Jat 2 
Brontë" came off press. I fell upon it ea 


m 0 


















i ; gerly, reading and reread- 
ingit until I had its poems by heart, their moods and emotions as 
$ See Appendix II. EC 
' The Complete Poems of Emily Jane Brontë. Ed; ter. 

l . Edited by Clement Shorter 
_ Arranged and collated, with Bibliography and Notes CW. Hatfield 
- (London, Hodder and Stoughton, 1923). 1 
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Earliest extant writing 
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Intr Oduction 
well as thei 
were o ios xim s x age did not tell 
oncerned wit the interior of G me why the G 1 
they gave me an exciting glimpse of eraldine, but, far "ae. | 
etter, | 


land inhabited by an Ossian-lik à mountain 

“like ous lake- 

sionately, warred mysteriously, Kee ig loved and hated ea 
eroically. po 


Correspondence with Mr. 
was incomplete and A D ne LA 
he worked from transcripts sent "C pases 
errors which he discovered after its 4 Donen to correct th 
gathering photographic copi Publication, he w : 
E pies of Emil "s as now 
= ey to prepare in depende unm Ed scattered manuscripts 
He admitted the possibility of my su pete and perfect edition. 
aan = mem at least, were related nn X ga the poems, 
Dar eue but he was not concerning hi ran an ovens 
p 2 his task was to establish the text dd ep d 
e opportunity to follow up my awakened acia 
st . 
WC a Guggenheim Foundation award, mong 
aU ngland. In the Bonnell Collection, recently tra : 
ed by terms of Mr. Bonnell’s will to Haworth P ll 
E Ln original of the teasing journal fragment, E 
ief I read, “The Gondals are discovering the 1 j S EH 
Geraldine, but—‘‘Gaaldine.”’ The name Er i E 
it carried a probable geographical connotation; "The Gondal- = 


e that the volume 


8 Patrick Bronté outlived all his childr ing 3 "sche 
his son-in-law, A. B. Nicholls, to whom ES rae EN 
CMT the literary remains of Charlotte, Emily, Anne, and Branwell. Mr. 

S olls returned to Ireland, where, in 1894, Shorter, acting for himself 
ER TA Wise, sought him out and purchased from him the greater part 
O the Bronté papers. Except for a few items which he kept for himself, 
Wise fed the manuscripts into the market, keeping transcripts of those in 
which he or Shorter saw publication possibilities. It was from such tran- 
scripts that Shorter drew his long list of Bronte books. : 

9 It was several years later that I came across an article entitled “Gon- — H 
daliland,” by Madeleine Hope Dodds (Modern Language Review, Janu- A 
ary, 1923, 9-21), which attempted to fit a group of Emily Bronté's poems — 
into a Gondal story plot. Insufficient and erroneous data led Miss Dodds | af 
into errors, but hers was the first published attempt, SO far as I know, to — 
identify Emily's poems with her play world. Miss Dodds followed this | 
article with “A Second Visit to Gondaliand," October, 1926. She took her 
ding of Em 0 










. e a ? > i 2 K 2E io 
titles from Shorter's musrea ily's birthday note of 1841,05 
daliand" for «Gondalians." == 
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Gondal’s Queen 


of Gaaldine” made sense. I haq ni «d 


: 1OY à : | 
inter10 tisfied m part my moun ting | 


discovering I fore AnüelBzontelsa | 
long to G | 
2 Grammar of General Go. 
osity. tion I found A eoni 
m the same collec ps and Young Persons, by the Rey 





raphy for the eee 823, still warm from use by the four yous 1 
Goldsmith, SEN vocabulary of proper names... to be Committed 
^] = » Anne had penciled: | 
to me ? 


DIA [sic], a kingdom in Gaaldine. 
ion: a kingdom 1n Gaaldine. 
L > 


. in Gaaldine. à : 
ELSERADEN, 3 Jor newly discovered in the South Pacific. 
GAALDINE, à 


GoNDAL, a large ‘land in the North Pacific. 


the capital of Gondal. | 
engin in Gaaldine, governed by 4 Sovereigns. | 
en a kingdom in Gaaldine [written Zalona by Emily]. 


Zepora, a large Provence [sic] in Gaaldine, Governed by a Viceroy. | 


Here, to my intense excitement, was an outline map of Emily's 
Gondal-Gaaldine world. To it I fitted, as best I could, the geo- 1 
graphical and personal names found in the poems asI now knew | 
them, for I had already studied Emily's manuscripts” in the 
Brontë Museum, made rich by the recent Bonnell bequest, and 

! had collated the Ashley Library notebook with the Shorter-Hat- 
| field text. I had also had a look at the manuscript volume which 
is in the library of Sir Alfred J. Law at Honresfeld, in Lanca- | 
shire, and which I knew of from Davidson Cook’s analysis of iU 


nl I saw, was an island set in a stormy sea, in winter a 
and of E 





--. mists and moorlands drear, 
And sleet and frozen gloom, 


With “twilight noon . . 
e s and evenings dark.”*? It was a mountainous 


n Emily Bronté manuscript poems, 
OF 
Au 


; Il description of 
See Hatfield, The on on of all know 
Emily ste Poems of E 
248-969. 


mily Jane Bronte (1941), pp. 24-20 
neteenth Century and After, August 


Emily Sayeitolhericoldsruser ific kim 
| 


Poems,” The N; 





country crossed by streams and dotteg x: 
miliar being Lake Elderno and Lake om = : 
surrounded by Elmor Moors and Elmor E ar Mec Elnor 

a sparkling land, green with fern and ling pots We lt was 
and gay with swallows and larks, Politically it was aiam 
four or more kingdoms or Principalities—Gondal AM ed into 
cona, and Exina, and possibly others not niinc as oe Al- 
Its capital was Regina on Lake Elderno, a city of great We 
including the national cathedral—“twice the summer's nodi ^s $, 
gilt Regina's towers," I read in one of Anne’s poems. = 

Gaaldine in the South Pacific was in main 

Ula, or Ulah, “a kingdom in Gaaldine govern 
was characterized by 


a tropical country. 
ed by 4 sovereigns,” 


Her tropic prairies bright with flowers 
And rivers wandering free, 


matching her “Eden sky.” “Zedora's strand” was shadowed by 
“palm-trees and cedars towering high.” Zalona's tragic day of de- 
feat dawned “all blue and bright in golden light.” Of the other di- 
visions of Gaaldine—Alexandria, Elseraden, and Almedore—I 
could learn nothing, except that Julius Brenzaida of Angora was 
also King of Almedore. | | 
Back in Austin, Texas, I had in my hands for a time a group of 
thirty-three additional poems (later bought by W. T. H. Howe 
and now in the Henry W. and Albert A. Berg Collection, New 
York Public Library) in tiny hand-printing, on twenty leaves of 
various shapes and sizes. A few months later two other poems on 
small bits of paper came into the Stark Library at the Mee 
of Texas. In 1936 came the climax of the long search, when 
learned that a manuscript volume of Emily's verse, which e x P 
vate hands had been refused both Mr. Hatfield and v "v E 
come into the British Museum. I soon had a po J R nb 
fore me. As its heading, “Emily Jane Bronte. Transcri OM 


BPE shale it proved the most | 
ary, 1844./GONDAL POEMS,’ indicated, 1t proved t d 


| af Ry d 43 
n the Shorter-Wise purchase of Bronté 
1894. It, with other Br te 










13 This volume was not nu i Ae her Bronti 
family manuscripts fom en Sotheby's on July 26, 1907. Ans 
treasures retained by Nicholls, m9 p maith widow of Charlotte's pub 
put was Mrs. George Murray OMS p 


Gondal’s Queen 


important, from my point of view, of the Seven al gr DE I had 
seen. Thanks to Emily’s own occasional headings of the Indivig. 
ual poems, which up to this time had been omitted for the 
most part from the printed editions, my early guess, long Since 
strengthened into conviction, was now a demonstrable certamiys 
many, perhaps all, of her poems, including those most exploited 
by theorizing biographers as subjective, were actually units in a 
flaming epic of a purely imaginary world and its people. 

My card file, as nearly complete as I could make it, showed 
four distinct groups of poems centering around outstanding char- 
acters, the largest group being that held together by a woman 
designated as A. G. A. One poem, signed “A. G. Almeda," re. 
vealed her surname—never repeated—and the text of two others 
supplied Augusta; the middle initial, G., remained an unknown 
for several years longer. The A. G. A. group, in its turn, was 
broken into smaller groups concerned with (1) Alexander, Lord 
of Elb&, (2) Lord Alfred S. of Aspin Castle, (3) Fernando De 
Samara, and (4) Lord Eldred W. Another main group had for 
its common factor Julius Brenzaida, whom I gradually identified 
under other designations: King Julius, Emperor Julius, Julius of 
= Angora, Almedore, J. B., and J. A. This, too, had subgroups, one 
. dominated by Emperor Julius's queen, variously called Rosina, 

. Rosina of Alcona, Rosina Alcona, and Alcona, and another con- 


led Geraldine, who in one poem 









E oa. i | Manuscript 1 h 
otebook, with Pt volume, she set up 
da of] : Eo = eferred to on p. 18 as in the library of 
Md b] Eu. U FE e in ancas e e r x 
e a ESA e . ? VV 2 trı 
141; ying heading. bine); oh hich none of the entries 
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-nos as ambition, War» conquest, defeat, imprisonm 
M os. foreboding, grief, and ER i : oO 

The problem now was the relation of the several groups to each 
other. 

Unhappily there was no day-by-day prose record of the devel- 
opment of Gondal to guide me, such as I found for Glasstown and 
Angria in Charlotte’s and Branwell’s juvenilia. I recognized 
however, certain Gondal grotesqueries as survivals from the early 
family play shared by the four children. The college dungeons 
and the Palace of Instruction, for instance, were understandable 


in light of Charlotte’s “Tales of the Islanders” (March 12, 1829— 
July 30, 1830) :* 





In June, 1828, we erected a school on a fictitious island, the Island of 
Dream, which was to contain one thousand children. The island was 
fifty miles in circumference, and certainly appeared more like the 
work of enchantment and beautiful fiction than sober reality. . . . 

In the hall of the fountain, behind a statue, is a small door over 
which is drawn a curtain of white silk. This door when opened dis- 
covers a small apartment, at the further end of which is a very large 
iron door to a long dark passage. At the end is a flight of steps leading 
to a dark subterranean dungeon. ... . | 

At the end of this dungeon are the cells which are appropriated to ; 
the private and particular use of naughty children. These cells are 2 
darkly vaulted and so far down in the earth that the loudest shriek ; d 
could not be heard by any :nhabitant of the upper world. In these, as d 
well as in the dungeon, the most unjust torturing might go on without — — E 
any fear of detection, if it were not that I keep the key of the dungeon — P 
and Emily keeps the key of the cells and of the high iron entrance BE 
which will brave any assault except with the lawful instrument. p 

















The children who inhabit this magnificent palace are composed only b 
of the young nobles of the land. — 


y 
Es 

pid 
24. phe 49 
P rn 


The Palace of Instruction was further explained by passat | 
Charlotte's “Th e F oun dlin g,” written May 31-J ul E | eek ; 
which at the same time suggest the nature of the Unique Socie y. 


14 In the Berg Collection, New York Public Library. Quotations | are taken 
from Cosmopolitan M agazine for October, 1911, 611-622. = q 
15 In the Ashley Library, British Museum. eA o : 
E 








Gondal’s Queer | 
At a distance of eo ahd called the Philosop ae » +. + Em. 
Africa there lies a the only building on t A = and stands... 
hosemed ul quib. for the instruction 2 d Ba genera. 
a sort of college 9° ed philosophers ob ey dopoli Nu 
tion Here the most e x all he noble youths of Verdopolis are sent for 
3 m. and to this plac has lately been formed among the professors 
eir education. There Ju a secret society of vnd uum of the 
f the pod city are members. This association is said 
rincipal characters | steries of nature and to have revealed 
p Jived deeply into the my 
to have o d unthought of secrets. 


many of her hidden an | 

Emily and Anne's birthday exchanges made certain two facts 

of fundamental importance. First, an extensive is literature 
of Gondal had once existed, and a few of its titles— “A History of 
the First Wars," “Gondal Chronicles,” “Augustus Almeda's 
Life,” and “The Emperor J ulius's Life” —identified it as the back- 
ground of the Gondal poems. Second, the chronology of Gondal 
followed closely that of Angria, its “First Wars” corresponding to 
the conquest of the Glasstown country by the original wooden 
soldiers; the discovery and conquest of Gaaldine, to the expan- 
sion of Glasstown into Angria; King Julius’s wars of aggression 
by which he made himself Emperor of the Gondal-Gaaldine 
world, to young Arthur Wellesley’s rise to the dignity and power 


j "Arthur Augustus Adrian Wellesley, Duke of Zamorna and 
publi rgt of Angria"; and its civil war between Royalists and Re- 
eg v = der uprising in Angria led by Percy 

nger ] | 
. Gradually "it: Mu d nex 


Emil 
0 > e m S e y was 
22 ] W you 1t ls the wo e y ominant factor 
nee 


Tom Angria’s 





Introduction 


d m, Emily stripped the veil, to show ruthless ag- 


iring pat? ser ttendant miseries; and in place of Charlotte and 
su. thi ry of war—marching soldiers, waving ban- 


gression” m ageant à x 
wells P ne = music—Emily showed wounded and bleeding 
ma 


an "ar ountrysides, and broken homes. To Emily war 
yasta : 


b 2 eye 
was real and ee: de me, first of all, a background of familiar- 
then, 


hac 's Play which Emily had shared and from 

ity with ue e sudes structure; Charlotte and 

MGR which it paralleled; and, in addition, Anne's 

; Gondal poems, not nearly so many in number as 

compa” er markedly inferior in epic spirit, yet offering valu- 

E 5 A ae in several cases directly confirming or contradict- 
able 


;ng my guesses. ; ; anes 
d evidence, too, that, notwithstanding the growing and per 
ee nature of the Gondal creation, Emily was working 
Es i over-all design comparable to the clear-cut blueprint of 
Wuthering Heights. Four of her poems, for instance, carry in 
their headings, along with dates of composition, internal plot 
dates indicating a well-established Gondal chronology, such as 
«From a Dungeon Wall in the Southern College. J. B. [Julius 
Brenzaida], 1825”; «From a D W in the N.C. A.G.A. 
Sept., 1826”; and “Written on Returning to the P. of I. on the 10th 
of January, 1827." And I found in the Bronté Museum, Haworth, 
ascrap of paper on which Emily had listed a number of Gondalan 
characters, with height, age, and coloring of each. 1 conclude, 
therefore, that Gondal was a compact and well-integrated whole, 
rather than the sprawling, formless thing some would make it. 
Most obvious of all, and the surest positive guides in recon- | 
structing the Gondal story from the poems, were Emily’s own | 
headings. On the negative side, however, these very headings 
i a T lous difficulties, in several cases they were even mis- 
most p or Emily, anticipating modern alphabetism, reduced 
pe A personal names to initials. Delighting, even as Char- 
Characters mr. m multiple designations for her various 
later ae me interchangeably, and without explanation, 
names, his { 8 tor any one of the individual’s several Christian 
ls amily name, and his multiple titles—as well as end- 
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, m all. Worse still, sets E uo fitte 
less combinatio” a] known characters in puc Gon atan dr ama, to 
equally well pose unknowns. "A. es e I knew 
en Lord Alfred S. OISASDIDSS BS Ue AUN 
stood for both (he letters are used for an unidentified man and 
Angelica. A820" nidentified woman. To add to the puzzle 1 
yet again for an be obscure Gondalan convention father and 
found that 2 D s bear the same family name: a Conversation 
child did ae A d daughter, whom he addresses as Terng iş 
~ a Ee 2 1 G.” Confounding the confusion, Emily re. 
xa groups and institutions, as well æ personal names to in. 
tials: “M. G. for the U. S.” stands for “Mary Gleneden for the 
Unique Society”; “The P. of I.” for “The Palace of Instruction”: 
and “From a D W in the N. C.” for “From a Dungeon 
Wall in the North College.” 

The Angrian sequence had shown me how, as the plot grew, 
situations altered and, particularly, how names changed with 
marriage, territorial shifts, and acquisition of higher offices and 
titles. In memory I counted no fewer than twenty familiar ap- 
er for Angria’s monarch, to say nothing of nicknames 
re and a comparable number for his queen. I was 

ss restrained by Emily’s cryptic initials than I would 
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¿> duration, such as I knew before I hit upon the 
ar eo three Geraldine poems (Geraldine, the 
conn | P“ ». «[ knew not 'twas so dire a crime’; and“ ’Twas 

on is saa dies gathered all”) and A.G.A.’s poetic farewell 

; r comra . ” 
night; fred (“Yes, holy be thy resting place”) . 

=. d J was more and more impressed with Emily’s con- 
gam from the earliest of her poems (July 12, 1836) 
sistency imn Mad 1848) ; from the introduction of her heroine 

to the es of Venus to her death as the victim of her star- 

s the P fts; yet I found it well to keep in mind the seventeen 
mother $ a h which the epic grew, from 1831 to 1848, 1.e., from 
ears len to thirtieth year. I knew from records of the 
Emily epee Play and from analogy to Angria, as well as from 
at day notes, that the plot was first played out orally with 

Anne, section by section and from day to day, then shaped into 

prose narratives, each girl writing independently of such inci- 

dents as she chose. But from Anne’s poems it appears that the 
younger girls, unlike Charlotte and Branwell, used differing 
names for their common or parallel characters. The counterparts 
of Emily’s A. G. A. and Julius, for instance, were presented by 
Anne under the more fanciful names Alexandria Zenobia and 

Alexander Hybernia. Composition dates indicate that Emily’s 

poems, lagging months and in some cases years behind the plot 

development as set forth in the birthday notes, were by-products 
of her vanished prose. 

I found, too, that allowance must be made for occasional lapses 
of Emily’s memory in minor details, shifting of her poetic moods, 
and variations in her visions. Nor is Emily’s poetic phraseology 
to be interpreted literally. In my early study I was tantalized, 
Te by the final stanza of “Lord of Elbé, on 

me e. ich seemed to say that the lover in question, whom 
e dead, was gone on a long sea journey— 


But thou art now on a desolate sea 
Thinking of Gondal, and grieving for me; 
Longing to be in sweet Elbé again, 
Thinking and grieving and longing in vain. 
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t manuscript which 
desolate sea— 

re now on a Aaa 

Pm Gondal and pode Tos 

AN my repining is hopeless 5 FU. 

Death never yields back his 


reads, 
—until I found a varian 


° ? 3 a 
. „ ss grave 1S given as 
Again, in a poem es erie: ce “Cold in the Qe. and the 
M > ountal Vm e 
mid O thee,” Rosina refers to it as “over the 
deep snow P 


ne oem celebrating Ro- 
mountains on Angora o wm a trumpets sound”) 
sina’s coronation (“The organ ee ; in the “dark recesses” 
records that Julius “sleeps below,” that 15, 
s i dd ler to be solved was the relation of Rosina 
and A. G. A., both queens of Gondal and dominant heroines of 
the epic. So alike they were in physical features and character 
that Miss Madeleine Hope Dodds, in her initial effort to work out 
the Gondal story, posited A. G. A. as the daughter of Rosina and 
Julius—but that was plainly impossible, as I proved to myself 
by working out the ages of the two at the time of Julius’s assassi- 
nation. With my first consecutive reading of all the then identi- 


fied Gondal poems I began to suspect that Rosina and A. G. A. 


were one and the same. The two names gave me no pause, accus- 


mes and titles for every character 
Angrian expansion. If “two” 


of A.G. A” th 'S clear statement (in “ 
vated by Es her part in the (in "The Death 


llashed i Se against A ca a of Julius was moti- 
“e Into min —the thre, 1.7. At last the sought-for link 
the same time gave me is vulius-Geraldine poems, which 
dan tal. With these A^ middle name Be 
aldine, reduced to 0 ese three Women Rosin FREE ae 
SToups of poem ne— Augusta Geraldine AL A and = 
meda—the several 
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Introduction 
oken by missing parts, that I could not doubt 


ate though br 
® correct ubt it, however, insisting that Rosina, A. G. A., 
thers © 


._„ were three distinct and separate persons. Then 
nd Geraldine, clear and convincing as Euclid's first axiom. It 
came th? © unexpected quarter—through a hitherto illegible 
„me from Fi longing to the Fernando De Samara group, first de- 
manuscl pue W. Hatfield, with Helen Brown and Joan Mott, 
ciphered EE in Bronté Society Transactions, 1938. 
and first ES of Areon Hall, in Gaaldine, bade farewell to his 
pace nd foster sister in vows of eternal love. In Gondal he 
ee the charms of A. G. A., and in complete infatuation 
kn cast away "virtue and faith and heaven." Tiring of his de- 
deis G. A. banished him to the “Gaaldine prison caves." In 
two poems headed “F. De Samara to A. G. A” he curses her for 
her cruelty, at the same time confessing his hopeless, undying 
love for her. In a third poem he addresses himself to Alcona. 
Though this poem has no heading, the speaker identifies himself 
as Fernando by a reference to Areon Hall as his one-time home, 
and Alcona as A. G. A. by reiteration of his torturing, mad- 
dening love for her. It is plain, therefore, that A. G. A. is Alcona. 
But Rosina is Alcona. It follows then that A. G. A. and Rosina are 
one, unless, as Miss Dodds guessed, A. G. A. is the daughter of 
Rosina and Julius, inheriting her mother’s territorial designation. 
A. G. A., however, cannot be Rosina’s daughter, for the only 
a we T told is born just before or just after 
en = ion, n e it is evident that A. G. A. is some- 
ee s : u Á older US her stepdaughter, Angelica, 
of A. G. A." identifies herself as one of the 
plotters of the assassination, making it clear that h i 
revenge against A. G. A. th , h 1 ee 
Wb . A. through Julius. 
at the two arch-heroines of Gondal are one, my 


Conception of Em} 5 
= Emily Bronté’s verse as an epic of Gondal narrowed 


Conviction 
that the great body of it was, more specifically, the 


Ue story of A 
.G.A. p 
ife, to tragic qn from dramatic birth, through tempestuous 


WO prose bi - . 
al Verse to kee light upon the relation of Emily’s Gon- 
Prose tend to confirm my conviction. On June 26 
9 
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g the Gondal game at Ho 
as writing “Agustus [Angu e Almeda’s 
leted the first volume. Unfortunately 
hen she began the book, a volume 
volumes were projected, but from her known 
was, or how ed is reasonable to suppose that this first volume 
speed of writing ess at least since July 12, 1836, the date When 
had been in did single page of paper the four earliest of her 
she set swim girl child's birth stanza, the forecast of her life, 
extant M s inis of her childhood. It would seem, then, that 
EN earliest poems were written concurrently with, or fo]. 
wem close upon, the opening chapters of Augustus Almeda’s 
Life, and that they commemorate the birth and childhood of 
Gondal’s heroine. By the date of this diary fragment (June 26, 
1837), the number of poems had grown to thirteen. Eight years 
later, on July 31, 1845, Anne in her birthday note observes, 
"Emily is engaged in writing the Emperor Julius’s life.”!” Dates 
gr: last three distinctly Julius poems (“Cold in the earth, and 
= = on de E 5s March 3, 1845; “Death, that 
why, because the dazzlin EE one il E : x and "Ah! 
had actually completed > = ee ae ) indicate that she 
near completing the Life. When 


mily, playin 
that she W 
had about comp 


1837, E 
recorded 

life,” and 
che does not say W 


; ome of th d 
Position e Shorter app arent de- 
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1bé8 (“O Day! He cannot die,” December 
„uch 8$ the aie a pe in her early youth on prison walls 
o, 1844)» us College: and her lament for Julius, spoken at the 
f the O „wer as reigning queen (“Cold in the earth, and 
peight ORBE :Jed above thee," March 3, 1845). As will be seen 
¿ne dee now P text, many sheets of Emily’s manuscript verse 
E ces each, bearing widely separated dates, which 
ain that Emily's poems were high points rising above 
r continuous Gondal vision. 
that hardly half of Emily's 493 known poems and 
ts are yet fitted accurately into the pattern, but there 1s 
. „g jn those remaining outside to deny this thesis. The great 
EUN of the indefinites are short vignettes of emotion—glad- 
x sorrow remorse—probably connecting with the narrative 
ae we have or deriving from incidents of the Gondal Play 
En in her prose, but not repeated in verse. Many of them 
reflect A. S- A.'s personality—cast of mind, tone of voice, and 
hrasing. 
md G. Mond Julius, though a large part of the Gondal 
story, were not allof it. Emily and Anne's prose notes distinguish 
three periods of Gondal History: “The First Wars,” from the 
founding of Gondal to the discovery and partitioning of Gaaldine 
among the princes of Gondal; the Julius-Rosina wars of aggres- 
sion, from the marriage of Julius and Rosina to her death; and 
civil war between Republicans and Royalists. These periods cor- 
respond directly to Angrian history: wars with the Ashantees in 
conquest of the Glasstown country by the original Young Men; 
wars of conquest by which young Arthur Wellesley, Duke of 
Zamorna, expanded Glasstown into Angria with himself as em- 
peror; and the Republican Revolution led by Alexander Percy- 
E gi Emily’s poems have been identified with the “First 
2m : e e four with the Republican-Roy alist conflict. 
Sal dE xd notes of 1841 show that in the Gondal play 
Baisse : O civil war were even then lowering over the land, 
m se gives no hint of the situation until October 2, 1 844. 
a poem headed “D. G. C. to J. A.” dramatized her earlier 
Statement "The G s : ; 
b , “The Gondalians are at present in a threatening state, 


ut the : 
re 1$ no open rupture as yet." Nor did she return to the 
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s she closed es try. 
à orious Poe” =, ate the play ] 
ccoo both EN 

= led by bo -Y and 
That the civil We di ipoe E , are hard driven at 
before it appear? * 845: "The R oy m ” and “The Republican; 
Anne on ante Eos D e t quite overcome.” Ve 
present by E but the Royalists are t following, Emily trans. 
are E. unspecified day in RN a young Royalist lying in | 
Ep ditions into the plain of my dungeon-floor » 
lated these con damp black flags 


k *1]?? 66 the g 
p m à; Ne 845. she completed one of her best-known 
Then, on Uc j : 


” (“Silent is the 
G. Rochelle" (“Si 
“Julian M. and A. . ict} 
H — o laid asleep") —another prison picture, the victim 
ouse— 


A. G. A.-Julius Periog 
ear, 
on burst of gl 


r theme had com 


: ]most 
subject for alı 
of Gondal's history 


à B pie aN uninterrupted, might have carried her verse 
E of civil war in Gondal no one can say, but with this 
poem the spell was broken by Charlotte’s discovery of her sister’s 
notebook. "One day, in the autumn of 1845," Charlotte records, 
“I accidentally lighted on a MS. volume of verse in my sister 
Emily's handwriting. . . . I looked it over, and something more 


than surprise seized me —a deep conviction that these were not 


Publication ”ı3 


The Outcome of Charlotte’s 


the three siste discovery wasa 


ae n agreement among 
t on volume of Verse at their own ex- 

unt Elizabe Branwel]’ s legacy— 
a d out. This decision 
~ Peculiar difficy] : UE her Contributions. 
ication 


ties 
an > tor her €st verse was 
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. notebook of 1844 fifteen poems having no be- 
heir origin and from “Gondal Poems” six 
ing the latter into line by substituting general ti- 
anti ing headings— Edward" for Elbe"; “Northern 
eu n Angora’s shore”; “Arden” for “Elnor”—and lifting 
r xt stanzas from narrative poems. In all she altered, 
f O ened ninety lines to change the nature and meaning 





ix poems. : : 
of these $ ol the manuscript prepared, but before 3t went to 


a Emily, 0n January 2, 1846, set down as the last piece in her 

SS y: ENT, 

‚itled notebook, «No coward soul is mine. Though this poem, 

pably her best-known, has been universally accepted as her 
own sentiments, voiced in her own person, I am convinced that 
it was spoken by a Gondalan facing a crisis incident to the civil 
war. 

Those who hold the traditional subjective interpretation of the 
poems point to the fact that when Emily began transcribing her 
verse in February, 1844, she set up two notebooks, designating 
one as “Gondal Poems” and leaving the other without title, an 
omission which, they believe, implies a deliberate distinction be- 
tween Gondal poems and non-Gondal or subjective poems. Even 
Mr. Hatfield, I think, was inclined to this opinion. The four cer- 

tain Republican-Royalist poems were entered in “Gondal 

Poems”: “No coward soul is mine” closes the untitled notebook. 

To the minds of many this settles the question. But such reason- 

ing ignores the fact that a fair proportion of poems in the untitled 

ice are definitely of Gondal, though they have no identifying 
Mam ae no personal 0x place names. “Death, that 
anguished in Wu confiding, for instance, is A. G. A.'s 
de E ulius in the freshness of her grief, a brilliant 
ohim a Lr piece to Cole in the earth,” her lament 
Continuous achin E wild Decembers | had dulled sharp pain to 
tinction, if it ins Oneng Why Emily made the implied dis- 
e a conscious distinction, can only be conjec- 


tured. R 
. Rem : 
3 embering Charlotte's venture that a mind like her 


Ster’s “co 

ul 

ambition,” on be without some latent spark of honourable 
W ve guessed that Emily, knowing that her verse 


as good b EF 
ut in its Gondal guise unintelligible to the public, 


St 





| 
5 
t. 
i 
t 





al’s Queen BD. j 
Go limitation with fit. 


i ndal 
isolated those poems free of obvious Go 
ness for publication in mind. 


is mine” i 
: blishing “No coward soul 1s "p . 1850 
Charlotte in pu e last lines my sister ever wrote. But Char. 


designated it as e ths after writing it, and p robably 
il u Heights, Emily returned to her 


after she had finished Republican-Royalist narra. 


ic sketching in “Gondal Poems” a nF 
ae d a poem of profound human insight and great 


l r. $ 
ae ihr venture, a modest little voume designated 
simply as “Poems by Currer, Ellis, and Acton Bell,” fell flat, ang 
the girls drowned their disappointment in the novels they were 
writing, cast hopefully in English settings to find favor with a 
publisher. 

Out of a second literary bid, based this time on their novels 
came fame and financial independence for Charlotte, with Jane 


Eyre, and disappointment for Emily, when a shuddering public 
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chose Gondal’s land of “bright, unclouded day,” with 
E ~ circling every side,” a “heaven” from which she 
“ountan, ed moor-sheep feeding everywhere” and where 
Sree atthe tracks of wandering deer.” This is indeed a 
5 “marke put subjective in relation to Gondal. 
subjective BR ondal’s strongest rival for first place in Emily’s 
u oems reflect the struggle: “In summer’s mellow 
heart. ET September 11, 1840) ; “Shall Earth no more inspire 
midi 16, 1841); and “Aye, there it is! It wakes to-night” 
ue 1841) ‘Tt is even more strongly emphasized in the poem 
en rebuked, yet always back returning," which Mr. Hatfield 
p was written by Charlotte and included by her in the 
up of Emily's verse which she published in 1850, in an effort 
d m T her sister to the public. Gondal won! Dno HENS poems 
testify how great was the victory. “My Comforter” ( Well has 
thou spoken—and yet not taught,” February 10, 1844) and To 
Imagination” (“When weary with the long day’s care,” Sep- 
rember 3, 1844) are poems of appreciation of Gondal as the 
medium of her burning genius, the only creative medium she yet 
knew. In glorious climax, on October 14 of the same year, she 
wrote in complete surrender her superb poem of adoration to 


Gondal as her “God of Visions” (“O thy bright eyes must answer 
now”): 


Thee, ever present, phantom thing— 
My slave, my comrade, and my King! 


Bee and tragically true, for when the public rejected 
1 uthering Heights she turned from Fame's altar-stone again to 
orship where “Faith cannot doubt nor Hope despair." Sub- 


Jective? Yes, the very quintessence of Emily Bronté’s genius but 
a Gondal poem. 


Th 
refi e scant outline we have of Emily’s outward life abundantly 


a Be: importance of Gondal to her health and 
en = harlotte and she, late in the summer of 1835, 
arlotte as M EET. for Miss Wooler's school at Roe Head, 
ondalan de er and Emily as pupil, both the Angrian and 

transfer f Were at a crisis of excitement and suspense. The 


rom the exciti i 
exciting drama of their own familiar creations 
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5 en 
Gondal’s Que a severe shock to both 


sa 1 life was 
to the strange realities of schoo * soul and body. Emily 


the sundering ©” | oped so low, 
coe BE aod herself. Her spirits droop that 
failed disma 


the cause of 
andi as no one else could, inedia her 
Bem ipd her very life, “obtained her recall,” 
i or 


. yg. rn E i: th t E < i 
sem nee bun the following half-y ES ae n be 

po h eda's Life.” Her first poem, 116 £^. ^7. A. birth- 
gan “Augustus Alm before July 12, 1836, about six months 


en E E E of August, 1837, she had added to it 
alter ner : 


s and fragments. 

twenty-six others of the now extant ee m as teacher a 

EE c lir s which Charlotte 
Patchett's school at Law Hill, under condition sino 
characterized as “slavery”: “My sister Emily 1s E = A 
ation as teacher in a large school of near forty pupils, He ali- 
fax. I have had one letter from her since her departure; it gives 
an appalling account of her duties—hard labor from six in the 
morning until near eleven at night, with only one half-hour of 
exercise between. This is slavery. I fear she will never stand it.” 
How long she remained in this post is variously estimated. If the 


poem "A little while, a little while" was written on the premises 
rather than in retrospect, she must h 


ett's at least up to the Christmas holi 


("How do Ilo 
Veon Summe : >) . 
bear dates between Febru “nights ),a Pivotal Go 
er S0JO0urn 0 ary and No 
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4 fourteen poems, twelve of them accurately placed in 
product A. story: In the eighteen months between Charlotte's re- 
eA. C: Brussels (January, 1844) and Branwell’s dismissal 
fro n (July, 1845) there were thirteen, including 

G. A," a climactic narrative of 344 lines. In 
lowing, amid the family distress of her brother’s 
she wrote a long Gondal poem headed “M. A. 

: the Dungeon Wall—N. C.,” and on October 9, the 
Written 07 © alist narrative, “Julian M. and A. G. Rochelle.” 
"t October 9, 1845, I take as the day of Charlotte's dis- 

of Emily's manuscript notebook, for the poem is a long 
disks it seems probable that Emily, interrupted in copying it, 
m Gondal notebook out of place, where Charlotte found it. 
The untitled notebook shows no entry between June 2, 1845, 
and January 2, 1840. 

After Charlotte's discovery, Emily added but two poems to the 
accumulation—the period from October, 1845, to January, 1848, 
belongs to her two literary excursions outside Gondal, Poerns and 
Wuthering Heights. Cruel tragedies, both! These ordeals over, 
she turned again to Gondal with a final offering to her “God of 
Visions." 

For all the world's adverse judgment of Emily's novel, Char- 
lotte never wavered in conviction of her sister's genius, and, be- 
lieving that the rejection of Wuthering Heights derived from de- 
vious dealings on the part of its publisher, Thomas Cautley New- 
by, she prepared, in 1850, a second edition to be brought out by 
her own publisher, Smith, Elder and Company. To it she joined 
eighteen of her Emily’s poems not previously published, taking 

alf the number from “Gondal Poems.” Going considerably 
We Emily herself had gone in adapting them to public 
vertan ADIT made changes to disguise their origin, but 
Hatfield n improve” whole lines and to add stanzas. C. W. 
ness to into. DE as mentioned earlier, that in her eager- 
tire Hier 3 n her sister to the world, she even included an en- 
er own composition, the five stanzas beginning, 


Repub 
This d 


20 Hatfield 
mds, > The Complete Poems of Emily Jane Brontë (1941), pp. 5 
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fforts failed of their Objec. 
blamed for mistaken ib al E i of Currer Bell ang the 
tive. Not even the Fen E iS pany could make Ellis Be]] ac- 
prestige of Smith, Elder and Emily’s cousin, Eliza Jane King. 
ceptable to her wem her brother-in-law in America 
ston, ia RR ai obably reflected both the majority 
in E nic opinion of Wuthering a eights = n E k, a 
wish my cousin had never written e Wuthering Heig ts, al- 
though it is considered clever by some. . 

More than fifty years passed before Emily was again presented 
to the public in a volume of poems,” and then with an apologetic 
prefatory note, beginning with a quotation from Charlotte's in. 
troduction to the 1850 edition of Wuthering H eights: 


S death—that the 
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find the author’s manuscripts, and was forced 


le to . 
a r's transcripts. 


n 
e was n orte 
N print e i that Mr. Hatfield did not give his patient, 
to 


Jt is interest to the Gondal story. With his broad knowl- 
peticulo xem discernment he could, no doubt, have carried the 
edge and E n further than any other. That he did not is ex- 
recons vem ect, by his innate dislike of the unsure and unfin- 

Jained, I tee perfe ctionist, and found no pleasure in reaching 
ished. Hei asp—the immediately provable. He was also the 
eet t of kindness and courtesy; it is probable that 
puc interest in the problem he generously restrained his 
kno 


En ppily for me, I am not a perfectionist. Though I knew that 
+h the lost Gondal prose had gone the only possibility of a full 
wi rs 
understanding of Emily's genius, I have stubbornly followed the 
Gondal quest for a quarter of a century, lured on by distant 
landscapes, stirring events, mystical experiences, and the "wild, 
melancholy and elevating” music of Emily’s verse. Stronger still 
has been the compulsion of sheer curiosity, which grows by each 
morsel of knowledge gained. 

I have had disappointments, frustrations, and failures, but 
enough of success to repay my efforts, for I have penetrated fur- 
ther than I had reason to hope I might into the mysterious secret 
world created by Emily Bronté as an offering to her “God of 
Visions”; I have reconstructed in part two lost Emily Brontë 
novels; and I have glimpsed Wuthering Heights in the making. 
If another using the knowledge I have gathered and, I hope, cor- 
recting errors I may have made, can go beyond me and, perhaps, 
oy ae map the still nebulous interior of the Gondal-Gaaldine 

1 s i have no regrets that the privilege was not mine. 
links a nee of the poems and my own narrative prose 
records, mela eee here attempted are based on first-hand 

rontës. hen known literary remains of the four young 
tite for mates A erence or judgment must of necessity substi- 
doubt anq pa. ocuments, I have checked it by every test that 
0By to Clan REI can conjure up—derivation from or anal- 
ence, fitness in and Angria, consistency with internal evi- 
pattern, and Emily’s known thoughts and habits. 
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The Argument 


Augusta GERALDINE ALMEDA or A. G. A., known also as um 
Princess of Alcona, a province in Gondal, was born pua | e 
predominating auspices of the planet Venus. From a “glorious 
child,” loving and generous, courageous and truthful, a messen- 
ger of joy and gladness, she developed into a true daughter of her 
brilliant star, ardent in temperament, poetic in thought, fickle 
and changeable in love. Worshiped of all men who came under 
her charms, she brought tragedy to those upon whom her amo- 
rous light shone—death in battle to Lord Elbé; exile and death 
to Amedeus; exile and suicide to Lord Alfred; imprisonment, 
madness, and suicide to Fernando; assassination to Julius. 

In Julius Brenzaida, Prince of Angora, A. G. A. found the one 
true and lasting passion of her life. Urged on by her ambition, 
"E with her political and military help, he defeated his rivals, 

princes of the House of Exina, treacherously making himself 
emperor of all Gondal and Gaaldine. At the hei 
h e height of his power 


e was assassinated TE 
gelica, A. G. A? S ae political and personal enemies led by An- 


ti : 
brother, Amedeus, > aualiten, and by Angelica’s foster 


through jolies gether struck in revenge at A. G. A. 














CHAPTER I 


The Birth of a Princess 


N THE EARLY HOURS of a cold, clear winter morning a prin- 
Be was born in the Royal Palace of Alcona, one of the four 
kingdoms which made up the rugged northern island of Gondal. 
There was no moon to light the landscape, but Venus, the bril- 
liant morning star, looked down on her own image mirrored in 
the dark waters of nearby Lake Werna. Lord Eldred, the Palace 
astrologer and soothsayer, completing the child’s horoscope, 
added on the same parchment her birth stanza, claiming her 
birthright as a daughter of Venus. 


Cold, clear, and blue, the morning heaven! 
Expands its arch on high; 


. * The manuscript of this vignette, without date of composition or identi- 
ex beading, is the first in order of four written on one side of a single 
1836 ^ eet, of which the second only bears a composition date, July 12, 

à des ieh date found among Emily’s poems. On the other side of 
dated ee = appear ten vignettes and fragments, the first of which is 
clear, and b] 8. Because of these circumstances, Hatfield accepts Cold, 
and function 3 as the earliest written of Emily’s extant verse. Its place 
Ominant p] In the series does not become clear, however, until A. G. As 
of her Stran ace in the Gondal cycle has been established and the episodes 
“eamesg ie career arranged in order; then it emerges in unmistakable 
5 confirme © Key to the heroine's complete character. This judgment 
1837 See A y the recent recovery of a journal fragment, dated July 26, 
Mcident Mo ID, which shows that the stanza was approximately 


[Augustan] N A chapter of Emily’s lost prose work, Augustus 
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Cold, clear, and blue, Lake Werna’s water 
Reflects that winter’s sky. 

The moon has set, but Venus shines 

A silent, silvery star. 


On some significant summer day in the infant s life, Perhaps 
on her christening morn, the mother inquired of the Soothsayer 
the course of her child’s life. 


Will the day be bright or cloudy?? 
Sweetly has its dawn begun; 

But the heaven may shake with thunder 
Ere the setting of the sun. 


Lady, watch Apollo’s journey: 

Thus thy firstborn’s course shall be— 
If his beams through summer vapours 
Warm the earth al] placidly, 


Her days shall pass like a pleasant dream in sweet tranquillity. 


If it darken, if a shadow 

Quench his rays and summon rain, 
Flowers may open, buds may blossom: 
Bud and flower alike are vain; 


Her days shall pass like a mourntul story in care and tears 
and pain. 


If the wind be fresh and free, 
The wide skies clear and cloudléss blue 
The woods and fields and golden flowers 
Sparkling in sunshine and in dew, 
Her days shal] pass in Glory’s light the world’ 


through. s drear desert 
Anxiously the royal mothe 
Save way in midmornin sched thie Sky as ear ly sunshine 


‚and clouds to gusty shower 


? The Manuscript of this Poem, on the 


blue,” and following immediately after "ame page with “Cold, clear, and 


the earliest found amon ee it, bears the d 
but its position and d Emily's Poems, Tt h ate July 12, 1836 


? 
Story cg k as no identif 1 1 
stanza, and the course "i A. atent Place it i ediately a 
rectness of this arrangement, ~S chequered Career Lo 


confirms the cor- 
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: ; ntil afternoon showed, 
ersed in turn by dazzling eg Me. whose grimness was 
up) the mount : e j d bower. Then with 
high uP E ‘thin the curtained and carpete Eare 
felt even ut that would not be denied the Queen O ae 
den wide the curtains from the windows, an 
l 2 Mee comprehension the majestic fury of the storm. 
atche | 
; High waving heather, ’neath stormy blasts pu 
Midnight and moonlight and bright shining stars; 
Darkness and glory rejoicingly blending, E 
Earth rising to heaven and heaven descending, | 
Man’s spirit away from its drear dungeon sending, 
Bursting the fetters and breaking the bars. 


All down the mountain sides, wild forests lending 
One mighty voice to the life-giving wind; 

Rivers their banks in the jubilee rending, 
Fast through the valleys a reckless course wending, 
Wider and deeper their waters extending, 

Leaving a desolate desert behind. 


Shining and lowering and swelling and dying, . . 
Changing for ever from midnight to noon; - 
Roaring like thunder, like soft music sighing, 
Shadows on shadows advancing and flying, 
Lightning-bright flashes the deep gloom defying, 
Coming as swiftly and fading as soon. 


Fatalistically the mother accepted the omen, 


Woods, you need not frown on me; 
Spectral trees, that so dolefully 
Shake your heads in the dreary sky 
You need not mock so bitterly. 


* This poem, dated December 13, 18 
poe 36, has no i ifvi ; 
OE s Der en sheet with three AE aes heading - In 
; . (dee also, chap. I : ec 
XI, note 2.) Its logical an oa O ACID E fex 
sets 1ts place in the story. 
X: The ent of this vi 
waving heather,” immed; 
inferential. oe 





CHAPTER II 


Love Dawns 


HE PRINCESS—Augusta Geraldine Almeda—grew and de. 

4 all too fast for those who hung on her every breath 
and would have prolonged the precious minutes of her childhood. 
Lord Eldred’s heart swelled with pride and joy, as day by day 
realized the gracious promises of the stars at her birth. Hers was 
a generous heart, courageous and truthful, “where love and 
gladness lay.” Fresh and pure and free, she spread Joy wherever 
she moved, even as she drew Joy from all about her. “A glorious 
child” she was to him as he fondly read in her eyes “all virtues 
that ever honoured men.” 
It was his delight as Augusta’s teacher to explore her young 
mind, joying in the originality of her fancies and the beauty of 
her speech. More often than she knew, her poetical figures put his 


mathematics and logic to rout, as on the day he attempted to 
Introduce into her lesson a concept of time, 


Tell me, tell me, smiling child ? 
What the past is like to thee? 

“An Autumn evening soft and mild 
With a wind that sighs mournfully.” 


1 6 
: ae E. W. to A. G. A.” ("How few, of all the hearts that loved"). ; 
15 poem has no heading, but its position on the manuscript pa8% 
mena dhs following “Will the day be bright or cloudy?" which e 
ated July 12, 1836, together with its poetic figures—distinctly A. G. ^ 
ne as they became abundantly familiar in succeeding poems—seems = 
place it with the early group pertaining to her childhood. 
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Tell me, what is the present hour? 

«A green and flowery spray 
Where a young bird sits gathering its power 
To mount and fly away.” 


And what is the future, happy one? 
«A sea beneath a cloudless sun; 

A mighty, glorious, dazzling sea 

Stretching into infinity." 


health and joy she came to the age at which, by 

dal custom and law, children of royal families were taken 
Ee CR of the state for instruction and training in govern- 
Ene Lord Eldred himself presented his pupil at the Southern 
ee or Palace of Instruction in Gaaldine, standing sponsor for 
her past training and future advancement. Proudly he saw her 
emerge from the initiation period as Rosina of Alcona, beloved 
of her teachers and acknowledged leader among her fellow 
students.‘ Only one in all the institution withheld homage— 
Prince Julius of the House of Brenzaida, hitherto the favorite of 
the college, its best student and most promising scholar. Ab- 
sorbed in the pursuit of wisdom, he seemed hardly to see Rosina, 
as he called her; certainly he did not see her with all his senses, 
as others did. 

To make him wholly conscious of her presence—her beauty, 
her intelligence, her charm—became the object of her thoughts 
and behavior. Absorbed in this determination, she neglected du- 
tes. Knowledge lost its lure, and she gave herself to forbidden 
pleasures, tempting Julius to join her. 


In perfect 


O come with me, thus ran the song,’ 
The moon is bright in Autumn’s sky, 
And thou hast toiled and laboured long 
x With aching head and weary eye. 
th 
lan eee poems and analogy to the Young Men’s Play and the An- 
S Nai: © ee antroduction, pp. 21, 22. 
Doo ae Sédlotiel young Arthur Wellesley, Marquis of Douro. 
Manuscript ee e last of three short fragments on one side of a single 
eet, the first of which, dated October, 1838, is headed “A. G. 


A. (Ro ‚Joined to the content of the stanza, seems to indicate that 
Sina ) is addressing Julius. 


: 1S 
Init A. eading, 
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For a time he resisted her allurements. 


All day I've toi] 
In learning’s golden mine; 
And now at eventide again 
The moonbeams softly shine. 


ed, but not with pain, 


There is no snow upon the ground, 
No frost on wind or Wave; 

The south wind blew with gentlest 
And broke their lCy grave. 


‘Tis sweet to wander here at n 
To watch the winter die, 


With heart as summer sunshine light 
And warm as summer sky. 


sound 


ight 


O may I never lose the peace 
That lulls me gently now, 


Though time should change my youthful face, 
And years should shade my brow! 


True to myself, and true to all, 
May I be healthful] still, 

And turn away from passion’s call, 
And curb my own wild wil]. 


> however, Julius surrendered, subscribing to Ro- 


worded creed of pleasure and practicing it at the 
expense of other obligations. Expostulations and rebukes failing 
to bring him back to the path of q 


meted out to him the seve 


In the end 
sina's* nobly 


suggests its place in the story, a e 5 
Which is strengthened by Anne Bronté’s companion poem (“The sa é 
| “Alexander Hybernia.” Alexande 
dalan counterpart to Emily’s Julius. 6f 
| Aa. are one, see Introduction, p. a 
tion of the two names has been found; it may be 
e given her in the college initiation rites. 
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«Listen! when your hair, like mine,” 

Takes a tint of silver grey; | 

When your eyes, with dimmer shine, 

Watch life's bubbles float away; 

“When you, young man, have borne like me, 
The weary weight of sixty-three, 
Then shall penance sore be paid 
For these hours so wildly squandered; 
And the words that now fall dead 

10 On your ears, be deeply pondered; 
Pondered and approved at last, 
But their virtue will be past! 


“Glorious is the prize of Duty, 
Though she be a serious power; 
Treacherous all the lures of Beauty, 
Thorny bud and poisonous flower! 


“Mirth is but a mad beguiling 
Of the golden-gifted Time; 
Love, a demon-meteor, wiling 
20 Heedless feet to gulfs of crime. 


“Those who follow earthly pleasure, 
Heavenly knowledge will not lead; 
Wisdom hides from them her treasure 
Virtue bids them evil-speed! 


8 Th . . 
11,18 En ee poem, initialed “E. J. B.” and dated November 
ern College. J. B. Sept. 1895 heading "From a Dungeon Wall in the South- 
four such dates found among A ternal date “Sept., 1825” is one of the 

s poems. Apparently Southern Coll 
ege 


was in Gaaldine. Since Rosi 
Celine un and Julius were prince 
e, s of 
Instruction” of So een See that they sh of both Gondal and 














CHAPTER III 


Alexander, Lord of Elbe 


"ILIUS'S DOUBTS of Rosina’s constancy were justified by her 
Tos elopement with Alexander, Lord Elbé, who deserted 
his young wife for her.* Through circumstances which do not ap- 

ar, the forces of Elbé and J ulius meet in battle near Lake Elnor, 
in Gondal. Elbé fell, mortally wounded, and was carried to a 
secluded spot at the edge of the lake to die. 


There swept adown that dreary glen? 
A wilder sound than mountain wind: 
The thrilling shouts of fighting men 
With something sadder far behind. 


; ! This detail of the story is inferred from Anne Bronté’s two-part poem 

The Parting” (“The Chestnut stood by the gate"), signed "Alexandrina 

nn in which the Lord of Alzerno, bidding affectionate fare- 

BE, = UNE wife, Eliza, rides away never to return. Eliza’s grief is 

talking = ore uncertainty of his fate. The narrator, Alexandrina Zenobia, 

is dead We her three years after his departure, assures her that Alzerno 
‚tor only death could keep him from her, confessing aside, 


But more than this I would not tell, 

Though all the while I knew so well 

The time and nature of his death; 

For when he drew his parting breath, 
Since ie His head was pillowed on my knee. 
“osina, one a Sed Zenobia is Anne's counterpart to Emily's A. G. A., or 
SAGA Ru that Emily's vignette “None but one beheld him dying" 
“loped With tires account of Elbé’s death and, further, that A. G. A. 

he manusen Be Alexandrina Zenobia eloped with Alzerno. 
Ipt of this poem has neither date nor identifying heading, 


[55 


nae ee EEL 1 








The thrilling shouts they died away 
Before the night came greyly down; 
But closed not with the closing day 

The choking sob, the tortured moan. 


Down in a hollow sunk in shade 

Where dark heath waved in secret gloom, 
A weary bleeding form was laid 

Waiting the death that was to come. 





The battle had passed from the height, 
And still did evening fall; 

While heaven, with its hosts of night, 
Gloriously canopied all. 


The dead around were sleeping 
On heath and granite grey; 


And the dying their last watch were keeping 
In the closing of the day. 


e A = TAE 
How golden bright from earth and heaven 
The summer day declines; 

How gloriously o’er land and sea 

The parting sunbeam shines. 


There is a voice in the wind that Waves 
Those bright rejoicing trees. 


D PU E E CES EE O : . 
Not a vapour had stained the breezeless blue, 
Not a cloud had dimmed the sun 


From the time of morning’s earliest dew 
Till the summer day was done; 


And all as pure and all as bright 
The beam of evening died; 
And purer still its parting light 
Shone in Lake Elnor’s tide. 
but it falls into place with convincin e 
| & accuracy as the Elbé story unfolds 
in successive poems. The five short poems and fragments that follow here 
ae among Sıx on one side of a manuscript sheet dated August, 1837, and 
almost certainly belong with it, as descriptive of the time, place, and at- 
mosphere of Elbé's death. u 
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and calm hes that silent deep 


Waveless 
In its wilderness of moors; 


Solemn and soft the moonbea 
Upon its heathy shores. 


The deer are gathered to their rest, 


The wild sheep seek the fold. 


ires of bright green grass 
yin sunshine quivering. 


ms sleep 





Only some SP 

Transparentl 
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The sun has set, and the long grass now 

Waves drearily in the evening wind; 

And the wild bird has flown from that old grey stone, 


In some warm nook a couch to find. 


In all the lonely landscape round 

I see no sight and hear no sound, 
Except the wind that far away 
Comes sighing o’er the heathy sea. 
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There by Lake Elnor Augusta found him, and with his head in 


her lap, watched his life bleed itself away. 


None but one beheld him dying," 
Parting with the parting day; 
Winds of evening, sadly sighing, 
Bore his soul from earth away. 


Long afterward, Augusta, revisiting the scene, lived over in 


memory that terrible day. 


There shines the moon, at noon of night*— 
Vision of glory—Dream of light! 


3 This poem is eighth of the ten short vi 
SERES June, 1838. It has no identifying MES EN ope manuscript sheet 
The manuscript of this poem, dated March 6, 1837 E I, note 1.) 
heading “A. G. A.,” which is the earliest heading fo Bowe identifying 
poems. It is also the first occurrence of the heroine’s ound among Emily’s 
form. The text reveals that the first letter stands EC or initials in any 
complete the name as Augusta Geraldine Almeda, ugusta; later poems 
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Holy as heaven—undimmed and pure, 
Looking down on the lonely moor— 
And lonelier still beneath her ray 

That drear moor stretches far away 
Till it seems strange that aught can lie 
Beyond its zone of silver sky. 





Bright moon—dear moon! when years have past 
My weary feet return at last — 

And still upon Lake Elnor’s? breast 

Thy solemn rays serenely rest 

And still the fern-leaves sighing wave 
Like mourners over Elbé's grave 

And Earth's the same but oh to see 

How wildly Time has altered me! 

Am I the being who long ago 

Sat watching by that water side, 

The light of life expiring slow 

From his fair cheek and brow of pride? 
Not oft these mountains feel the shine 
Of such a day—as, fading then, 

Cast from its fount of gold divine 

A last smile on the heathery plain, 

And kissed the far-off peaks of snow 
That gleaming on the horizon shone 

As if in summer’s warmest glow 

Stern winter claimed a loftier throne— 
And there he lay among the bloom 

His red blood dyed a deeper hue, 
Shuddering to feel the ghostly gloom 
That coming Death around him threw— 
Sickening to think one hour would sever 
The sweet, sweet world and him for ever, 
To think that twilight gathering dim 
Would never pass away to him— 
No—never more! That awful thought 

A thousand dreary feelings brought, 
And memory all her Powers combined 


40 And rushed upon his fainting mind. 


% Also written Elmor. 
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Wide, swelling woodlands seemed to rise 
th s 
CIBELES Hall, his noble home, | ae 
Towered "mid its trees, whose foliage gr 
Rustled with the kind airs that come 
From summer heavens when most serene, 
And bursting through the leafy shade 
A gush of golden sunshine played, 
Bathing the walls in amber light 
And sparkling in the water clear  — 
That stretched below—reflected bright 
The whole wide world of cloudless aır 
And still before his spirit’s eye — 
Such well-known scenes would rise and fly 
Till, maddening with despair and pain 
He turned his dying face tome | 
And wildly cried, “Oh, once again 
Might I my native country see! 
But once again—one single day!— 
60 And must it—can it never be? 
To die—and die so far away 
When life has hardly smiled for me. 
Augusta’—you will soon return 
Back to that land in health and bloom 
And then the heath alone will mourn 
Above my unremembered tomb, 
For you'll forget the lonely grave 
And mouldering corpse by Elnor’s wave.” 


© 
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Julius, finding Rosina alone with her dead lover, gave her 
sorely needed assistance, but when she would have presumed on 
his former devotion, he repelled her in cold and scornful pride. 


Why do I hate that lone green dell?” 
Buried in moors and mountains wild 
That is a spot I had loved too well . 
= Had I but seen it when achild 
° The name Augusta occurs b | 
cn EuS ut once again i 
Pesce, (Mena they shepherds mo sta gay TES 
heading “A. G. A.” S poem, dated May 9, 1838 oA id 
> e identifying 


[ 59 


oft, sunny southern skies— i 








There are bones whitening there in the su 
Mmer, 
heat, 
But it is not for that, and none can tell; 
None but one can the secret repeat 
Why I hate that lone green dell. 


Noble foe, I pardon thee 

All thy cold and scornful pride, 

For thou wast a priceless friend to me 
When my sad heart had none beside. 


aa 


And, leaning on thy generous arm, 

A breath of old times over me came; 

The earth shone round with a long-lost charm; 
Alas, I forgot I was not the same. 


Before a day—an hour—passed by, 
My spirit knew itself once more; 

I saw the gilded vapours fly 

And leave me as I was before. 


Exactly one year from the time Julius wrote his accusation of 
Rosina on the prison wall of the Southern College, Rosina—or 
Augusta—herself was inscribing on a dungeon wall of the N orth- 
ern College a heartbreaking dirge for Elbé. 


“O Day! He cannot dies 
When thou so fair art shining; 
O Sun! in such a glorious sky 
So tranquilly declining, 


* The manuscript of this poem is dated December 2, 1844, seven months 
after “The Death of A. G. A.” was completed. It bears the identifying 
heading “A. G. A. Sept., 1826 From a D W—in the N. C." [From a 
Dungeon Wall in the Northern. College]. “Sept., 1826," is one of the four 
dates denoting internal Gondalan chronology found in Emily's poems. Ap- 
uen 1t was inserted to emphasize the connection of this poem w1 

nauss plaint written on the Dungeon Wall of the Southern College 


Sep t., 1825,” and the swift retribution visited on A. G. A. as the cause of 
1S imprisonment. 





y the imprisoning authority. Presumably it was 
ege council) as that quoted by Julius, and the 


t for an offense similar to his and in the same 
9pe—reclamation from a self-willed and pleasure-loving life. 
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«He cannot leave thee now 
While fresh west-winds are blowing; 


l around his youthful brow 


And al | 
Thy cheerful light 1s glowing! 
«Elbe, awake, awake! 

9 The golden evening gleams 

bs and bright on Elnor $ lake, 


Arouse thee from thy dreams! 


“Beside thee, on MY knee, 
My dearest friend, I pray 
That thou, to cross the eternal sea 


Wouldst yet one hour delay! 


«T hear its billows roar, 
I see them foaming high, 
But no glimpse of a further shore 


20 Has blessed my straining eye. 






“Believe not what they urge 


Of Eden isles beyond; | 
Turn back, from that tempestuous surge, 


To thy own native land! 


“Tt js not Death, but pain 
That struggles in thy breast; 
Nay, rally, Elbe, rouse again, 
I cannot let thee rest!” 


je | 
| 
| 
m 
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| 
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One long look, that sore reproved me 
30 Forthe woe I could not bear— 

One mute look of suffering moved me 

To repent my useless prayer; 


And with sudden check, the heaving 
Of distraction passed away ; 
ne a sign of further grieving 

tirred my soul that awful day. 


AK at last, that sweet sun setting; 
m e peace the gentle breeze: 
S er dews fell softly, wettin 
n and glade, and silent "ue 
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Then his eyes began to Wer 2 E 
Weighed beneath a mortal S : pr 
And their light grew strangely ry, 


Clouded, even as they would weep; 


But they wept not, but they changed not, 
Never moved and never closed; : 
Troubled still, and still they ee not, 
Wandered not, nor yet reposed! 


So I knew that he was dying— 

50 Stooped and raised his languid head— 
Felt no breath and heard no sighing, 
So, I knew that he was dead. 


Through the terrible days, weeks, and months that followed, 
Augusta forgot her grief for Elbé in her own misery, as the hor. 
rors of prison drove her to the verge of madness. 


O transient voyager of heaven!* 

O silent sign of winter skies! 

What adverse wind thy sail has driven 
To dungeons where a prisoner lies? 


Methinks the hands that shut the sun 
So sternly from this mourning brow 
Might still their rebel task have done 
And checked a thing so frail as thou. 


They would have done it had they known 
The talisman that dwelt in thee, 

For all the suns that ever shone 

Have never been so kind to me. 

For many a week, and many a day 
My heart was weighed with . 
When morning rose in 
And faintly lit my pris 
Pt of this p 
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But, angel like, when I awoke, 

Thy silvery form so soft and fair, 
Shining through darkness, sweetly spoke 
Of cloudy skies and mountains bare— 


The dearest to a mountaineer, 

Who, all life long has loved the snow 

That crowned her’? native summits drear 
Better than greenest plains below. 


And, voiceless, soulless messenger, 
Thy presence waked a thrilling tone 
That comforts me while thou art here 
And will sustain when thou art gone. 


Free at last, A. G. A. sailed for Gaaldine, joying in freedom as 
only one of her nature could joy after prison torture. 


O God of heaven! the dream of horror,” 
The frightful dream is over now; 

The sickened heart, the blasting sorrow, 
The ghastly night, the ghastlier morrow, 
The aching sense of utter woe; 


The burning tears that would keep welling, 
The groans that mocked at every tear 
That burst from out their dreary dwelling 
As if each gasp were life expelling, 

10 But life was nourished by despair; 


The tossing and the anguished pining; 
The grinding teeth and staring eye; 
The agony of still repining, 


10 In all printings of this poem before Hatfield’s editi 4 
as fete though the word ^ ca enough in the Mien Pe 

12 The manuscript o is poem, dated Au AS 
“E, J. B.” (twelve days after Emily’s journal SOR dere xd ME eee 
about to complete the first volume of Augustus Almed ing that she was 
identifying heading, but text and tone place it accur edas Life), has no 
story. It is interesting to compare A. G. A's reactio ately in the A. G. A. 
that of two other young women of Emily’s MO imprisonment with 
glazed and dim," no date or identifying hea MIT Terné’s Sy c EAM 
and “Julian M. and A. G. Rochelle" (“si] 8 (see Appendix I note 4)- 
1845 (see Appendix I). enttisethesllod iss LE). 
se )s October 9, 
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When not a spark of hope was shining 
From gloomy fate’s relentless sky; 


The impatient rage, the useless shrinking 
From thoughts that yet could not be borne; 
The soul that was for ever thinking, 

Till nature, maddened, tortured, sinking, 


20 At last refused to mourn— 


It's over now—and I am free, 

And the ocean wind is caressing me, 
The wild wind from that wavy main 
I never thought to see again. 


Bless thee, Bright Sea—and glorious dome, 
And my own world, my spirit’s home; 
Bless thee, Bless all—I can not speak: 
My voice is choked, but not with grief; 
And salt drops from my haggard cheek 

30 Descend, like rain upon the heath. 


How long they’ve wet a dongeon floor, 
Falling on flag-stones damp and grey! 
I used to weep even in my sleep; 

The night was dreadful, like the day. 


I used to weep when winter’s snow 
Whirled through the grating stormily, 
But then it was a calmer woe 

For everything was drear as me. 


The bitterest time, the worst of all 

10 Was that in which the summer hedh 
Cast a green luster on the wall 

That told of fields of lovelier green. 


Often I’ve sat down o 


f heaven div; 
he pure blue h Pagan 
eaven wj 
t PRENI thy father’s ncaa ai ot a 
S remembered it of old u 
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O even now too horribly 

Come back the feelings that would swell, 
When with my face hid on my knee 

I strove the bursting groans to quel . 


I flung myself upon the stone, 

I howled and tore my tangled hair, 

And then, when the first gush had flown, 
Lay in unspeakable despair. 


Sometimes a curse, sometimes à prayer 
60 Would quiver on my parched tongue: 
But both without a murmur there 
Died in the breast from whence they sprung: 


And so the day would fade on high, 

And darkness quench that lonely beam, 
And slumber mould my misery 

Into some strange and spectral dream 
Whose phantom horrors made me know 
The worst extent of human woe 7 


But this is past, and why return 

70 O’er such a past to brood and mourn? 
Shake off the fetters, break the chain, 
And live and love and smile again. 


The waste of youth, the waste of years, 
Departed in that dongeon’s thrall; 

The gnawing grief, the hopeless tears, 
Forget them—O forget them all. 


At one of her family homes, apparently in Gaaldine, while her 
strong young body and mind recuperated from her harrowing 
experiences, Augusta faced the realization that Elbé had passed 
out of her life. 

Lord of Elbe, on Elbe hill? 

The mist is thick and the wind is chill 

And the heart of thy Friend fr 

Has sighed for RON that Td - of day 


12 There are two manuscripts of this entire poem, both date 


1837, showing interesting variation in single lines. The aes gust 19, 
initialed 
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Lord of Elbé, how pleasant to me 

The sound of thy blithesome step woulg be 
Rustling the heath that, only now 

Waves as the night-gusts over it blow. 


Bright are the fires in thy lonely home -— 
I see them far off, and as deepens the gloom Tes 
Gleaming like stars through the high forest-bough, | ori 
Gladder they glow in the park's repose. 


O Alexander! when I return, 

Warm as those hearths my heart would burn, 
Light as thine own, my foot would fall 

If I might hear thy voice in the hall. 


But thou art now on a desolate sea—14 
Parted from Gondal and parted from me— 
All my repining is hopeless and vain, 
Death never yields back his victims again. 


E RE | 
O come again; what chains withhold" | Alo 
The steps that used so fleet to be? optim 


Come, leave thy dwelling dank and cold 
Once more to visit me. 


c en 

Was it with the fields of green, 
Blowing flower and budding tree, 
With the summer heaven serene, 
That thou didst visit me? 


ee En identifying heading “A. G. A.t 
ie s ere is also a third ma 

m eae ne end, “E. y Bronte” 
ariant stanza. 


0 A. E.”; the second is headed 
Nuscript of the last five lines, 
—August 19, 1837.” 


14 
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i “an x now on the desolate sea 
- 80 Gondal, an &rieving for me: 
n Sweet Elbe i 


On one ide of xn cng Seven undated short poems lre 
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€ Poems is dated March, m sheet of paper; the reverse 
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No; ’twas not the flowery plain; 

No; 'twas not the fragrant all: 

Summer skies will come agan, 

But thou wilt not be there. 

c mem- 


44 anti 
The sharpness of early grief gave way In time to rom 


orles. 


Coldly, bleakly, drearily,*° 

Evening died on Elbé’s shore; 
Winds were in the cloudy sky, 
Sighing, mourning evermore. 
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Old Hall of Elbé, ruined, lonely now; 

House to which the voice of life shall never more return; 

Chambers roofless, desolate, where weeds and ivy grow; 

Windows through whose broken arches the night-winds 
sadly mourn, 

Home of the departed, the long-departed dead. 


Along with physical health returned A. G. A.’s characteristic 
optimism and will to happiness. 


What use is it to slumber here,” 
Though the heart be sad and weary? 
What use is it to slumber here, 
Though the day rise dark and dreary? 


For that mist may break when the sun is high 
And this soul forget its sorrow; oa 
And the rosy ray of the closing day 

May promise a brighter morrow. 


16 This poem and the following vignette have no ident 
They are the last two of the ten short poems and een d 
script sheet dated at the topni recto, June, 1838. S 

11 This poem and the following one are among the 
ferred to in note 15, above. Their only identification ien bot 
pattern. ess i 


ing headings. 


Pleces re- 


n the Story 
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CHAPTER IV 


The Lady of Aspın Castle 


her love adventure. Even 
N TIME A. G. A. was deep IM anot c 
more ardently than to Alexander, Lord of Elbé, she now ae 
her love to Lord Alfred S. of Aspin Castle, with protestations O 
eternal faithfulness. 


At such a time, in such a spot,” 
The world seems made of light; 
Our blissful hearts remember not 
How surely follows night. 


I cannot, Alfred, dream of aught 

That casts a shade of woe; 

That heaven is reigning 1n my thought, 

Which wood and wave and earth have caught 
From skies that overflow. 


+ The manuscript of this poem is signed “E.” and bears dates of begin- 
ning and completion, May 6, 1840—July 28, 1843, showing that it was 
more than three years in writing, a period which included Emily’s sojourn 
in Brussels. It is headed “A. G. A. to A. S.” The text supplies the given e 
Alfred. It has been suggested that Lord Alfred’s family name was Sid == 
from the line “There stands Sidonia’s deity, in “Written in Aspi C ste" 
| ( How do I love on summer nights”). It seems more likely, h pusasis 
Sidonia” is used as a figure of speech to su A Ye , Qe at 
cruelty, ie., she was as beautiful and h as uguse s beauty and 
Astarte, or Ashtaroth. Charlotte’s poem ane ess as the Sidonian deity 
veals DEAE E PARES ods of the old mythology" ed 
a e A Chr ne with the names and charact 
The story of A. G. A. and Lord Alfred ; y name. er- 
Castle" and “The Death of A. G. A.” ed 1s continued in “Ww 


s Ma shepherds”). in Aspin 
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. ne beauty: the child 
da daughter of almost divine 
He ees fittingly called Angelica from her golden 


earlier RT: : Once the 
es, just like her father's own. v7, . 
and blue €y ) herself all but forgotten in his devotion to 


elica ound | | 
sta, but little she cared, for she, too, pave her heart s W orship 


rd 


e. 
he a YOURE people of Angelica’s circle was a boy of dark 
ct, doomed to sorrow from his birth. 

] saw thee, child, one summer 's day“ 

Suddenly leave thy cheerful play, 

And in the green grass, lowly lying; 

L listened to thy mournful sighing. 


I knew the wish that waked that wail; 

I knew the source whence sprung those tears; 
You longed for fate to raise the veil 

That darkened over coming years. 


The anxious prayer was heard, and power 
10 Was given me, in that silent hour, 

To open toan infant's eye 

The portals of futurity. 


But, child of dust, the fragrant flowers, 
The bright blue sky and velvet sod 
Were strange conductors to the bowers 
Thy daring footsteps must have trod. 


2 Recorded, possibly, in the poem, “Where beams the sun the brightest,” 


headed in manuscript, “To A S., 1830” (s 

, “To A. S., ee Hatfield, Th 

bogie PD 186) por en the date refers to temal ae ee 
enin 99 (66 > 

EE spin Castle" ("How do I love on summer nights"), lines 


40 99 (0 
The Death of A. G. A.” (“Were they shepherds"), lines 63-80 


5 The prototype of Heathcliff 1 
in W ] : 
ntu dodi Ett iiid Heights, just as Angelica in 


6The manuscript of thi 
heading, but 1 pd dated July, 1 : 
E AE S. xus Un E child is neni stakable: Thesis 2 no identifying 
sheet carries HAE d. zling by the fact that "aen of the spirit- 
1837), in which appe m, "The night of storms h e recto of the same 
who seems to be s ars the same or another s s has passed,” (June 1 
Julius ord Eldred, of th r specter to wa e 10, 
¿ ; the com rn the 
ing assassinatio speaker, 
n of Emperor 
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I watched my time, and summer passed, 
And Autumn waning fleeted by, 
And doleful winter nights at last 

20 In cloudy mourning clothed the sky. 


And now I’m come: this evening fell 
Not stormily, but stilly drear; 

A sound sweeps o'er thee like a knell 
To banish joy and welcome care; 


A fluttering blast that shakes the leaves, 
And whistles round the gloomy wall, 
And lingering long lamenting grieves, 
For ’tis the spectre’s call. 


He hears me: what a sudden start 

30 Sent the blood icy to that heart; 
He wakens, and how ghastly white 
That face looks in the dim lamplight. 


Those tiny hands in vain essay 

To thrust the shadowy fiend away; 
There is a horror on his brow, 

An anguish in his bosom now; 


A fearful anguish in his eyes 
Fixed strainedly on the vacant air; 
Heavily bursts in long-drawn sighs 

40 His panting breath, enchained by fear. 


Poor child, if spirits such as I 

Could weep o’er human misery, 

A tear might flow, aye, many a tear, 
To see the road that lies before, 

To see the sunshine disappear, 

And hear the stormy waters roar, 
Breaking upon a desolate shore, 

Cut off from hope in early day, 
From power and glory cut away. 


20 But it is doomed, and morning’s light 
Must image forth the scowl of night, 
And childhood’s flower must waste its bloom 
Beneath the shadow of the tomb. 


— 
ne 
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closed around this unhappy boy until, at eighteen 


dows 
pU he felt himself without a friend in the world. 


years of age, 


[am the only being whose doom’ 

No tongue would ask, no eye would mourn; 
Inever caused a thought of gloom, 

A smile of joy, since I was born. 


In secret pleasure, secret tears, 

This changeful life has slipped away 
As friendless after eighteen years, 

As lone as on my natal day.” 


There have been times I cannot hide, 

There have been times when this was drear, 
When my sad soul forgot its pride 

And longed for one to love me here. 


But those were in the early glow 
Of feelings since subdued by care; 
And they have died so long ago, 
I hardly now believe they were. 


First melted off the hope of youth, 
Then fancy’s rainbow fast withdrew; 
And then experience told me truth 
In mortal bosoms never grew. 


"Twas grief enough to think mankind 
All hollow, servile, insincere; 

But worse to trust to my own mind 
And find the same corruption there. 


7 The manuscript of this poem has disappeared from si 
date (May 17, 1837) are taken from Shorter's RU WC NECS and 
1910. The speaker 1s recognized, however, as the ill-fated UR ished in 
ceding poem, nov. gens manhood. child of the pre- 
8 Compare Nelly ean’s statement about Catheri : : 
child, Cathy II: “An unwelcomed infant it was en s newborn 
ning was as friendless as its end is likely to be.” ing! ... its begin- 
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Selica’s warm, tender 
> young hea ityi 
etcheg boy, reached out and drew ub SS 
Heavy hangs the raindrop? 
From the burdened Spray; 


Heavy broods the damp mist 
On uplands far away; 


s Ya 
Ving Care ^ 


Heavy looms the dull sky, 
eavy rolls the sea— 


d heavy beats the young heart 
Beneath that lonely tree. 


Never has a blue streak 

Cleft the Clouds since morn— 
Never has his grim Fate 
Smiled since he was born. 


10 


F rowning on the infant, 
Shadowing childhood’s joy, 
Guardian angel knows not 
That melancholy boy. 


Day is passing swiftly 
Its sad and sombre prime; 
Youth is fast invading 

20 Sterner manhood’s time. 


All the flowers are praying 
For sun before they close, 


: i i ion, following, is dated 
? The manuscript of this poem au. en à NK a AE 
May 28, 1845, and carries the identi ying heading 
i a I the de boy of sorrow again, at the same age as in the pr RS E 
poem: Tis name for which A. E. stands never comes clear. I TE ae 
of A. G. A.” Angelica calls this dark S) Cm HE Ee 
indication whether en DR C. off E ee greater problems. From 
name for him. The girl’s initials, R. C., offe is “child of delight” is 
“The Death of A. G. A.” it seems clear that m : EO she would be 
e . Ld a 
i f Lord Alfred S., but on wha T 
Aneela CADENET ed not appear. LA acr panen , multiple 
AME TuS tioned in the Tai. oak 
: ] name. As men nning W1 
me Poma Berea person are frequent, a custom begi 
esignati 


'ghts in these 
gies: restion of Heathcliff and Cathy of Wuthering Heig 
The suggesti | 


two poems is obvious. 
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And he prays too, unknown: 
i That sunless human rose! 


Blossoms, that the west wind 


Scentless are YOUr petals, 
Your dew as cold as snow- 


Soul, where kindred kindness 
30 Noearly promise woke, 

Barren is your beauty 

As weed upon the rock. 





Wither, Brothers, wither, 
You were vainly given— 
Farth reserves no blessing 
For the unblessed of Heaven! 


en one 
Child of Delight! with sunbright hair, 
And seablue, seadeep eyes; 

Spirit of Bliss, what brings thee here, 
Beneath these sullen skies? 


Thou shouldest live in eternal spring, 
Where endless day is never dim; 
Why, seraph, has thy erring wing 
Borne thee down to weep with him? 


“Ah, not from heaven am I descended, 
And 1 do not come to mingle tears; 
But sweet is day, though with shadows blended; 
And, though clouded, sweet are youthful years. 


“I, the image of light and gladness, 
Saw and pitied that mournful boy, 
And I swore to take his gloomy sadness, 
And give to him my beamy joy. 


“Heavy and dark the night is closing; 
Heavy and dark may its biding be: : 
Better for all from grief reposing | 
And better for all who watch like me 


Lie 











“Guardian angel, he lacks no longer; 
Evil fortune he need not fear- 
Fate 1s strong, but Love is stronger; 
And more unsleeping than angel’s care.” 


Youthful affection between Amedeus and Angelica ri 
into romantic love. Lord Eldred, seeing them in a love emis 
was reminded of a similar scene from years gone by, ang with 
seer’s vision forecast the tragedy awaiting them. a 


In the same place, when N ature wore1o 
The same celestial glow, 

I'm sure I’ve seen those forms before 
But many springs ago; 


And only he had locks of light, 

And she had raven hair; 

While now, his curls are dark as night, 
And hers as morning fair. 


Besides, I’ve dreamt of tears whose traces 
10 Will never more depart, 

Of agony that fast effaces 

The verdure of the heart. 


I dreamt one sunny day like this, 
In this peerless month of May, 

I saw her give the unanswered kiss 
As his spirit passed away: 


Those young eyes that so sweetly shine 

Then looked their last adieu, 

And pale Death changed that cheek divine 
20 To his unchanging hue; 


And earth was cast above the breast 
That beats so warm and free 


: : 
^^ The manuscript of this poem, dated May 17, 1842, when En Ws 
Studying in Brussels, has the identifying heading “H. A. and A. eae 
ously, both by recognition and from the later story pattern, the em 


; h 
dark-haired boy and golden-haired girl are Amedeus and Angelica, thoug 


information interpreting the initials H. A. is lacking. 
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Where her soft ringlets lightly rest 
And move re sponsively. 


^ E ww O 
MA 3 A A 


Then she, upon the covered grave 
The grass grown grave, did he: 

A tomb not girt by Gondal's wave 
Nor arched by Gondal’s sky. 


The sod was sparkling bright with dew, 
But brighter still with tears, 

That welled from mortal grief, I knew, 
Which never heals with years. 


e 
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— And if he came not for her woe, 
— He would not now return, 
He would not leave his sleep below 
When she had ceased to mourn. 


O Innocence, that cannot live 

With heart-wrung anguish long— 
Dear childhood’s Innocence, forgive, 
For I have done thee wrong! 


Be 
Pe 
am 
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The bright rose-buds, those hawthorns shroud 
Within their perfumed bower, 
Have never closed beneath a cloud, 
Nor bent before a shower— 


Had darkness once obscured their sun 
Or kind dew turned to rain, 

No storm-cleared sky that ever shone 
Could win such bliss again. 


The earlier lovers whom Lord Eldred sees in memory may 
e been Lord bus and A. G. A.—“he had locks of light, she 
p ae hair, but the emphasis on the season, May, possibly 
seid o an unidentified guilty love affair of which A. G. A 

tells. 
O wander not so far away!" 
= love, forgive this selfish tear — 
may be sad for thee to stay 
But how can I live lonely ae 


“The manuscri 
is headed “A. G. A. e = poem, initialed “E.” and dated May 20, 1838 
.toA.S, ay u, 
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The still May morn is warm and bright, 
Young flowers look fresh and grass is green; 
And in the haze of glorious light 

Our long, low hills are scarcely seen. 


The woods—even now their small leaves hide 
The blackbird and the stockdove well; 

And high in heaven, so blue and wide, 

A thousand strains of music swell. 


He looks on all with eyes that speak 
So deep, so drear a woe to me! 
There is a faint red on his cheek 
Not like the bloom I used to see. 


Call Death—yes, Death, he is thine own! 
The grave must close those limbs around, 
And hush, for ever hush the tone 

I loved above all earthly sound. 


Well, pass away with the other flowers: 
Too dark for them, too dark for thee 

Are the hours to come, the joyless hours, 
That Time is treasuring up for me. 


If thou hast sinned in this world of care, 
“Twas but the dust of thy drear abode— 
Thy soul was pure when it entered here, 
And pure it will go again to God. 


Amedeus, like Angelica, gave Augusta, “Lord Alfred’s idol 
queen, eager affection. She, on her part, following the impulse 


a her nature, led him on into passionate love, until, having 
roken his honor and findin 


; his attention b she sent 
Birk | | g | n boresome, 
im into exile, excusing herself in noble poetic words.” 
Sleep not, dream not; this bright day”? 
will not, cannot last for aye; 
ae like thine is bought by years 
T ark with torment and with tears. 
ee also “The Death of A 
| | .G. A," li 
x > dines 81— 
TR cup, undated, is he as 


orm of aded, “A. A. A.,” initials which seem t° 


: medeus’ 
by the poetic language of x Eq me. The speaker is recognized as A. ©: A. 
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Sweeter far than placid pleasure 
Purer, higher, beyond measure, 
Yet alas the sooner turning 

Into hopeless, endless mourning. 


] love thee, boy; for all divine, 

All full of God thy features shine. 
Darling enthusiast, holy child, 

Too good for this world’s warring wild, 
Too heavenly now but doomed to be 
Hell-like in heart and misery. 


And what shall change that angel brow 
And quench that spirit’s glorious glow? 
Relentless laws that disallow 

True virtue and true joy below. 


And blame me not, if, when the dread 
Of suffering clouds thy youthful head, 
If when by crime and sorrow tost 

Thy wandering bark is wrecked and lost 


I too depart, I too decline, 

And make thy path no longer mine. 
"Tis thus that human minds will turn, 
All doomed alike to sin and mourn 
Yet all with long gaze fixed afar, 
Adoring virtue’s distant star. 


The sentence of exile was more than Amedeus could bear. Bit- 


terly he begged 


For lifelong chains or timeless tomb 
Or any but an Exile’s doom. 


Angelica added her pleadings to his, but to no effect, nor did the 
Wretched two receive help or comfort from Lord Alfred, who, 
completely under Augusta’s influence, joined her in driving them 
a foreign land, where with other exiles, they entered upon a 
0 reer of outlawry. This part of the story is told in “Written in 
D. n Castle" and “The Death of A. G. A.” 
may be that the two following unidentified poems record 
Belica’s sorrow under A. G. A.’s betrayal. 
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The inspiring music’s thrilling sound, ı+ 
The glory of the festal day, 

The glittering splendour rising round, 
Have passed like all earth’s joys away, 


Forsaken by that Lady fair 

She glides unheeding through them all 
Covering her brow to hide the tear 

That still, though checked, trembles to fall. 


She hurries through the outer Hall 
And up the stairs through galleries dim 
That murmur to the breezes’ call 

The night-wind’s lonely vesper hymn. 


It is not pride, it is not shame, 

That makes her leave the gorgeous hall; 
And though neglect her heart might tame 
She mourns not for her sudden fall. 


"Tis true she stands among the crowd 

An unmarked and an unloved child, 

While each young comrade, blithe and proud, 
Glides through the maze of pleasure wild. 


And all do homage to their will, 

And all seem glad their voice to hear; 
She heeds not that, but hardly still 
Her eye can hold the quivering tear. 


What made her weep, what made her glide 
Out to the park this dreary day, 

And cast her jewelled Chains aside 

And seek a rough and lonely way, 


fo i : i : 
Which is q Ur pieces written on one side of a single 


I : e 
EC no identifying heading. 36. (See chap. I, note 1.) 


: e manuscript of thi 
or identifying he, dios his Poem, on a torn Scrap of paper, bears no date 
80 ] 





- EDO Aaa 


ROS 





CHAPTER V 
Julius Again 


N TIME Lord Alfred found his daughter’s misery visited on his 

own head, for again Julius Brenzaida crossed Augusta’s path. 
Piqued and tantalized by his cold and scornful attitude, she ex- 
erted all her charms to bring him to her feet. But Julius had 
learned his early lesson well and refused to put himself again in 
her power. Her vanity reacted upon herself to bring into being 
and to make her the slave of the one deep and lasting love of her 
life. Through month after month Julius called her at pleasure to 
love trysts upon the moors. 


Geraldine, the moon is shining! 
With so soft, so bright a ray; 
Seems it not that eve, declining, 
Ushered in a fairer day? 


* The manuscripts of this and the next poem are each initialed “E.” and 
dated October 17, 1838. They carry the identifying headings “Song by J. 
Brenzaida to G. S.” [Song by Julius Brenzaida to Geraldine S.]. From 
other poems, as the story develops, it becomes evident that A. G. A. and 
Geraldine are one, i.e., A. G. A.'s middle initial stands for Geraldine, and 
thus for the first time we have the heroine's full name, Augusta Geraldine 
Almeda. Only once again is the middle name used, in a poem headed “Ger- 
aldine” (“’Twas night; her comrades gathered all”), identifying her as 


the mother of Julius's child. As the wife of Lord Alfred S., she would be 
correctly designated as G. S. 
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While the wind is whispering only, 
Far—across the water borne, 

Let us in this silence lonely 

Sit beneath the ancient thorn. 


Wild the road, and rough and dreary ; 
Barren all the moorland round; 

Rude the couch that rests us weary ; 
Mossy stone and heathy ground. 


But, when winter storms were meeting 
In the moonless, midnight dome, 

Did we heed the tempest’s beating, 
Howling round our spirits’ home? 


No; that tree with branches riven, 
Whitening in the whirl of snow, 
As it tossed against the heaven, 
Sheltered happy hearts below— 


And at Autumn’s mild returning 
Shall our feet forget the way? 
And in Cynthia’s silver morning, 
Geraldine, wilt thou delay? 


At last, tiring of the intrigue, he demanded that she send Lord 
Alfred away and acknowledge himself as her husband.? When 
she demurred in noble speech, he asked scornfully wherein lay 
the crime of saying good-by to Alfred, when she had long ago 
betrayed him in her heart, adding that this was the last offer he 
would make her. If she could forget her vows to him, he could 


forget her charms in those of other women who had loved him 
long and faithfully. 


ee Young Men’s Play and the Angrian stories treat of a completely 
aoe M Romantic love is the only recognized obligation between 

tu and wife. Charlotte in one of her Angrian stories explained a 
em pecu by remarking casually that in Angrian society di- 
da bus matter quickly and easily arranged. Though Emily in her Gon- 
o re never forgets the reality of sin and its consequences, she seems 
Men's p] rried over many of the customs and conventions of the Young 
ay. Certainly there is no evidence that Gondal society laid any 


restricti ; ; 
ons upon A. G. A.’s matrimonial impulses. 
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I knew not 'twas so dire a crime 
To say the word, Adieu; | 

But this shall be the only time 
My slighted heart shall sue. 


The wild moorside, the winter morn, 
The gnarled and ancient tree— 

If in your breast they waken scorn, 
Shall wake the same in me. 


I can forget black eyes and brows, 
And lips of rosy charm, 

If you forget the sacred vows 
Those faithless lips could form. 


If hard commands can tame your love, 
Or prison walls can hold, 

I would not wish to grieve above 

A thing so false and cold. 


And there are bosoms bound to mine 
With links both tried and strong; 

And there are eyes whose lightning shine 
Has warmed and blessed me long: 


Those eyes shall make my only day, 
Shall set my spirit free, | 


And chase the foolish thoughts away is 
That mourn your memory! r 
O 
= con s ultimatum brought Geraldine or A. G. A. to his terms, hi 
eia E he M Alfred away, acknowledging that she had 
ea nim, and yet, as al justifyi ion 1 tic 
md yet, ways, justifying her action in poe 
This summer wind, with thee and me? 
Roams in the dawn of day; 
EN thou must be where it shall be, 
ES re Evening- far. away. 
em - ; 
has the heading “A. G. X 4 Poem, initialed “E.” and dated March 2, WA 
development with the De T 5.” The close connection of the poem in plo! di 
aldine and A, G. A. are one "regoing seems to make it certain that 6° fo 
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The farewell’s echo from thy soul i 5 
Should not depart before d 
Hills rise and distant rivers roll 
Between us evermore. 


Iknow that I have done thee wrong— 
Have wronged both thee and Heaven— 
And I may mourn my lifetime long 

Yet may not be forgiven. 





Repentant tears will vainly fall 
To cancel deeds untrue; 

But for no grief can I recall 
The dreary word—Adieu. 
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Yet thou a future peace shalt win 
Because thy soul is clear; 

And I who had the heart to sin 
Will find a heart to bear. 


Till far beyond earth’s frenzied strife 

That makes destruction joy, 

Thy perished faith shall spring to life | 
And my remorse shall die. | 


In sacrificing Lord Alfred to her love for Julius, A. G. A., in 
another version of the parting, represents herself as controlled 
by fate, taking no moral responsibility for her cruelty. She had 
loved Alfred as one loves the moon; who could blame her that 
his attractions faded in the brilliance of Julius's sunlike rays? 


Yes, holy be thy resting place* 
Wherever thou may'st he; 

The sweetest winds breathe on thy face, 
The softest of the sky. 


And will not guardian Angels send 
Kind dreams and thoughts of love, 
4 e 
of EU Es itself undated, is written on a single loose sheet, the reverse 
dise ears the date July 26, 1843 (possibly 1842—the last figure is in- 
LUE ere 1s no identifying heading, but the connection with the 
5 poem is made certain in the concluding stanza. 
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Though I no more may watchful bend 
Thy longed repose above? 


And will not heaven itself bestow 

A beam of glory there 

That summer’s grass more green may grow, 
And summer’s flowers more fair? 


Farewell, farewell, 'tis hard to part 
Yet, loved one, it must be: 

I would not rend another heart 

Not even by blessing thee. 


Go! we must break affection’s chain, 
Forget the hopes of years: 

Nay, grieve not—willest thou remain 
To waken wilder tears? 


This wild breeze with thee and me 
Roved in the dawning day; 
And thou shouldest be where it shall be 


Ere evening, far away. 


Yet A. G. A. did not go unscathed by conscience—and the hurt 


was enhanced by a gentle thou 
Lord Eldred W. 


10 


5 The ma 
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“The breeze sin 


“But where is he to- 
[73 ® 

O question not wit 
: nuscript of this y 
fying heading “ 2 
yn 8 heading “To A. G. A. 


e reference is t 
spot,” headed *A C. K the love scen 


gh persistent questioner, probably 


“Thou standest in the greenwood now 


The place, the hour the same-—* 

And here the fresh leaves gleam and glow 
And there, down in the lake below, 

The tiny ripples flame. 


! gs like a summer breeze 
Should sing in summer skies 

And tower-like rocks ang tent-like trees 
In mingled glory rise. 


day, to-day?” 
h me.” 


ndated poem initialed “E,” carries the identi 


e depicted in “At such a time in such 4 


to A. S." (See beginning of chap. IV 3) 


te 





«I will not, Lady; only say 
Where may thy lover be? 
“Ts he upon some distant shore 


Or is he on the sea 
Or is the heart thou dost adore 


A faithless heart to thee?”’ 


“The heart I love, what'er betide, 


Is faithful as the grave 
20 And neither foreign lands divide 
Nor yet the rolling wave.” 


“Then why should sorrow cloud that brow 
And tears those eyes bedim? 
Reply this once—is it that thou 
Hast faithless been to him?” 


“T gazed upon the cloudless moon 
And loved her all the night 
Till morning came and ardent noon, 
Then I forgot her light— 


30 “No—not forgot—eternally 
Remains its memory dear; 
But could the day seem dark to me 
Because the night was fair? 


“I well may mourn that only one 
Can light my future sky 
Even though by such a radiant sun 
My moon of life must die.” 


2 In another poem, without heading but readily identified, A. 
x A. expands and intensifies the figure of Julius as the sun of her 
e, paling into invisibility all other loves and loyalties. 


Ah! why, because the dazzling sun? 
Restored my earth to joy 
Have you departed, every one, 
En And left a desert sky? 
nere is an ; . : 
standing in the ae rand incomplete draft of this poem beginning, "I'm 
^e manuscri : 
heading. ‘script of this poem, dated April 14, 1845, has no identifying 
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All through the night, your glorious eyes 
ere gazing down in mine, 

And with a full heart’s thankful sighs 

I blessed that watch divine! 


I was at Peace, and drank your beams 
10 As they were life to me 

And revelled in my changeful dreams 

Like petrel on the sea. 


Thought followed thought—star followed Star 
Through boundless regions on, 

ile one sweet influence, near and far, 
Thrilled through and proved us one. 


Why did the morning rise to break 

So great, so pure a spell, 

And scorch with fire the tranquil cheek 
20 Where your cool radiance fell? 


Blood-red he rose, and arrow-straight 
His fierce beams struck my brow: 
The soul of Nature sprang elate, 

But mine sank sad and low! 


My lids closed down—yet through their veil 
I saw him blazing still; 

And bathe in gold the misty dale, 

And flash upon the hill. 


I turned me to the pillow then 

To call back Night, and see 

Your worlds of solemn light, again 
Throb with my heart and me! 


3 


m] 


It would not do —the pillow glowed 
And glowed both roof and floor, 
And birds sang loudly in the wood, 
And fresh winds shook the door. 


The curtains waved, the wakened flies 
Were murmuring round my room, 
Imprisoned there, till I should rise 

40 And give them leave to roam. 
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d Dreams and Gentle Night; 


: sht and Stars return! 
ide me from the hostile light 
That does not warm, but burn — 


O Stars an 


PTA A 
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ins the blood of suffering men; 


Drinks tears, instead of dew: | | 
Let me sleep through his blinding reign, 


And only wake with you! 


That dra 


e tcm O 


e his way to England and there died by his 
t, thus shut out from heaven, “an outcast for 
grieve around Aspin Castle. 


q Alfred mad 
His spiri 
turned to 


Lor 
own hand. 
eternity: re 

How do I love on summer nights? 

To sit within this Norman door, 
Whose sombre portal hides the lights 
Thickening above me evermore! 


How do I love to hear the flow 

Of Aspin's water murmuring low; 
And hours long listen to the breeze 
That sighs in Rockden's waving trees. 


To-night, there is no wind to wake 

10 Oneripple on the lonely lake; 
To-night, the clouds subdued and grey 
Starlight and moonlight shut away. 


"Tis calm and still and almost drear, 
So utter is the solitude; 

But still I love to linger here 

And form my mood to nature’s mood. 


There’s a wild walk beneath the rocks 
Following the bend of Aspin’s side; 
> zs worn by feet of mountain-flocks 
n at wander down to drink the tide. 
20, | manuscript of this initi ES 
when E a Fe ruary 6, 1843, ace = ae ee ER Er 
after har "as studying in Pensionnat Héger yal OR 
at Hawo 


err - 
heading woe being half a year in the writi yin 


Never by cliff and gnarled tree 
Wound fairy path so sweet to me; 

Yet of the native shepherds none, 

In open day and cheerful sun, 

Will tread its labyrinths alone; 

Far less when evening’s pensive hour 
Hushes the bird and shuts the flower, 
And gives to Fancy magic power 
O’er each familiar tone. 


For round their hearths they’ll tell the tale, 
And every listener swears it true, 

How wanders there a phantom pale 

With spirit-eyes of dreamy blue. 


It always walks with head declined, 
Its long curls move not in the wind, 
Its face is fair—divinely fair; 

But brooding on that angel brow 
Rests such a shade of deep despair 
As nought divine could ever know. 


e 


2 


40 How oft in twilight, lingering lone, 
I've stood to watch that phantom rise, 
And seen in mist and moonlit stone - 
Its gleaming hair and solemn eyes. 


The ancient men, in secret, say 
Tis the first chief of Aspin grey 
That haunts his feudal home; 
But why, around that alien grave 
Three thousand miles beyond the wave, 
Where his exiled ashes lie 
20 Under the cope of England's sky, 
Doth he not rather roam? 


I've seen his picture in the hall; 

It hangs upon an eastern wall, 
And often when the sun declines 
That picture like an angel shines; 
And when the moonbeam, chill and blue. - 
Streams the Spectral windows through 
That picture's like a Spectre too, i 





The hall is full of portraits rare; 
60 Beauty and mystery mingle there: 
At his right hand an infant fair 
Looks from its golden frame; 
And just like his its ringlets bright, 
Its large dark eye of shadowy light, 
Its cheeks’ pure hue, its forehead white, 


And like its noble name. 





Daughter divine!” and could his gaze 
Fall coldly on thy peerless face? 
And did he never smile to see 

70 Himself restored toinfancy? 


Never part back that golden flow 
Of curls, and kiss that pearly brow, 
And feel no other earthly bliss 
Was equal to that parent’s kiss? 


No; turn towards the western side: 
There stands Sidonia’s deity," 
In all her glory, all her pride! 
And truly like a god she seems: 
Some god of wild enthusiast’s dreams; 
80 And this is she for whom he died: 
For whom his spirit, unforgiven, 
Wanders unsheltered, shut from heaven— 
An outcast for eternity. 


Those eyes are dust, those lips are clay; 

That form is mouldered all away; 

Nor thought, nor sense, nor pulse, nor breath: 
The whole devoured and lost in death! 


There is no worm, however mean, 
That, living, is not nobler now 

70 Than she, Lord Alfred’s idol queen, 
So loved, so worshipped, long ago.!? 


10 H ? f 
an iS 1s learned from “The Death of A. G. A.,” line 29. 


ompare th; : a " 
Death of A. G. A.” me stanza with the last section of “The 
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CHAPTER VI 


Conquest 


NDER ROSINA'S driving ambition, Prince J ulius of An- 

gora, in Gondal, who as one of the conquistadores of Gaal- 
dine was also King of Almedore, set out to make himself sole ruler 
of both islands. First he attacked the Gaaldine branch of the 
Exina family, his strongest rival, besieging and taking the capital 
city, Zalona. 


All blue and bright, in glorious light,? 
The morn comes marching on; 

And now Zalona's steeples white 
Glow golden in the sun. 





This day might be a festal day: 

The streets are crowded all; 

And emerald flags stream broad and gay’ 
From turret, tower, and wall. 


* The manuscript of this initi ce » 

t of this poem, initialed “E. J.” and dated February 24 
Bee ES heading “On the Fall of Zalona." It is one of Emily's Eel 
and Breuer ee no doubt, in protest against Charlotte's 
TREE June, 1948, 737 war. See Ratchford, “War in Gondal,” The 
betes e RR poem in subject and tone is an unidentified piece 
Hatfield, Complete Pie zi Cay light,” dated October 14, 1837 (see 
Woodie BER in Wuthering ae in that it foreshadows Lock- 

O e Exin . > 

a family was green; Brenzaida's flag was red. 
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And many a week, unbroken thus 
Their troops our ramparts hem; 
And for each man that fights for us, 
A hundred fight for them! 


Courage and Right and spotless Truth 
Were pitched 'gainst trait'rous crime; 
We offered all—our age, our youth, 
Our brave men in their prime— 


And all have failed—the fervent prayers; 
The trust in heavenly aid; 

Valour and Faith and sealed tears 

That would not mourn the dead; 


Lips, that did breathe no murmuring word; 

Hearts, that did ne’er complain, 

Though vengeance held a sheathed sword, 
60 And martyrs bled in vain. 


Alas, alas, the Myrtle bowers 
By blighting blasts destroyed! 
Alas, the Lily’s withered flowers 
That leave the garden void! 


Unfolds o’er tower, and waves o’er height, 
A sheet of crimson sheen: 

Is it the setting sun’s red light 

That stains our standard green? 


Heaven help us in this awful hour! 

70 For now might Faith decay— 
Now might we doubt God’s guardian power 
And curse instead of pray. 


He will not even let us die — 
Not let us die at home; 

The foe must see our soldiers fly 
As they had feared the tomb; 


Because we dare not stay to gain 
Those longed-for, glorious graves— 
a us dare not shrink from slavery's chain 
oleave our children slaves! 





n 
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But when this scene of awful woe 
Has neared its final close, 

As God forsook our armies, so 
May He forsake our foes! 


Insensible or indifferent to the misery and ruin he had bron 
upon a proud and noble city, Julius gloried in his conquest RE 
prepared to invade Gondal. 


Awake! awake! how loud the stormy morning? 
Calls up to life the nations resting round; 
Arise! arise! is it the voice of mourning 

That breaks our slumber with so wild a sound? 


The voice of mourning? Listen to its pealing; 
That shout of triumph drowns the sigh of woe. 
Each tortured heart forgets its wonted feeling; 
Each faded cheek resumes its long-lost glow. 


Our souls are full of gladness; God has given 
Our arms to victory, our foes to death; 

The crimson ensign waves its sheet in heaven, 
The sea-green Standard lies in dust beneath. 


Patriots, no stain is on your country’s glory; 
Soldiers, preserve that glory bright and free. 
Let Almedore tin Peace, and battle gory, 

Be still a nobler name for victory! 


The night of storms has passed,5 
The sunshine bright and clear | | 
Gives glory to the verdant waste 

And warms the breezy air: 


The manuscript used here is not dated, but bears the identifying head- 
99 J 


a. PLE by Julius Angora [Julius Brenzaida, Prince of Angora]. A en 
manuscript agreeing in text b 7, an 
; dentification, Me Ne ears the date December, 1837, 


| 
A Julius of Angor a, in Gondal, was also ruler of Almedore, in Gaaldine. | 
S poem, signed “E. J. Brontë” and dated June 10, 1837, has no | 


ae heading. The Speaker is probably Lord Eldred. (See chap. IV, 
ote 6. 
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And I would leave my bed, 

Its cheering smile to see, 

To chase the visions from my head 
Whose forms have troubled me. 


In all the hours of gloom 

10 My soul was wrapt away; 

I dreamt I stood by a marble tomb 
Where royal corpses lay. 


It was just the time of eve 

When parted ghosts might come 
Above their prisoned dust to grieve 
And wail their woeful doom. 


And truly at my side 

I saw a shadowy thing 

Most dim, and yet its presence there 
20 Curdled my blood with ghastly fear 
And ghastlier wondering. 


My breath I could not draw, 

The air seemed ranny;? 

But still my eyes with maddening gaze 
Were fixed upon its fearful face, 

And its were fixed on me. 


I fell down on the stone, 

But could [not] turn away; 

My words died in a voiceless moan 
30 When I began to pray. 


And still it bent above, 

Its features full in view; 

It seemed close by, and yet more far 
Than this world from the farthest star 
That tracks the boundless blue. 


Indeed, 'twas not the space 
Of earth or time between, 


defined by Hatfield as “a north of England colloquialism, 


arp’ or ‘keen,’ ” 
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But the sea of death’s eternity, 
The gulph o’er which mortality 


40 Has never, never been. 


O bring not back again 

The horror of that hour 

When its lips opened, and a sound 

Awoke the stillness reigning round, 

Faint as a dream, but the earth shrank 

And heaven’s lights shivered neath its power. 


“Woe for the day; Regina’s? pride, 
Regina’s hope is in the grave; 
And who shall rule my land beside, 
30 And who shall save? 


“Woe for the day; with gory tears 
My country’s sons this day shall rue. 
Woe for the day; a thousand years 
Can not repair what one shall do. 


“Woe for the day.” Mixt with the wind, 
That sad lament was ringing; 
It almost broke my heart to hear 
Such dreary, dreary singing. 


Neither moral force nor fear could deter the ambitious Rosina 
and the conquest-mad Julius. The expedition left Gaaldine with 
the crimson flag of the Brenzaida family waving from every mast, 
while bands on deck played triumphant martial music. Julius’s 


Gaaldine forces joined with his army in Angora to effect a swift 


to be crowned as joint sovereign with himself in the great na- 
tonal cathedral in Regina, the capital city of Gondal. 


"Regina was the capital of Gondal and the seat of Julius's imperial gov- 


ernment. (See Introduction, P. 19.) In the first Stanza of Anne’s “An Or- 
Phan’s Lament” we read: 


-.. twice the summer's sun 

Has gilt Regina’s towers, 

And melted wild Angora’s snows, 
d warmed Exina’s bowers, 


98 ] 


The wide cathedral aisles are lone,’ 

The vast crowds vanished, every one; 
There can be nought beneath that dome 
But the cold tenants of the tomb. 


O look again, for still on high 

The lamps are burning gloriously; 
And look again, for still beneath 

A thousand thousand live and breathe. 


All mute as death regard the shrine 

That gleams in lustre so divine, 

Where Gondal’s monarchs, bending low 
After the hush of silent prayer, 

Take, in heaven’s sight, their awful vow, 
And never dying union swear. 

King Julius lifts his impious eye 

From the dark marble to the sky; 

Blasts with that Oath his perjured soul, 
And changeless is his cheek the while, 
Though burning thoughts, that spurn control, 
Kindle a short and bitter smile, 

As face to face the kinsmen stand, 

His false hand clasped in Gerald’s hand. 


To Julius the joint coronation was but the first step in making 
himself sole ruler of Gondal. Accusing Gerald of unfaithfulness 
to his oath, he threw him into prison to die. 


His land may burst the galling chain,’ 
His people may be free again, 

For them a thousand hopes remain, 
But hope is dead for him. 

Soft falls the moonlight on the sea 
Whose wild waves play at liberty, 
And Gondal’s wind sings solemnly 
Its native midnight hymn. 


"Th 
em : 4 A UR 
heading. a of this poem, dated March, 1838, has no identifying 
of the undated E s any, for it tells its own story. It is written on the reverse 
i athe mania: eet referred to in chap. III, note 15. 
Minas ete of this poem has neither date nor heading, but its place 
alive is plain. 


[ 99 





CHAPTER VII 


Revenge 








E STABLISHED as emperor of Gondal, Julius believed = 2 
1 | E quest complete. The Exina f amily and their See S p. 
dead, imprisoned, or in exile. Other Gondal ‚price: asten Se 
swear allegiance to Julius, while even foreign rulers trem : 
for their thrones. But the country was far from acquiescing in the 
new order. Patriots allied themselves with outlaws in a plot to as- 
sassinate the usurper. In their secret cavern stronghold the plot- 
ters, led by Angelica, who saw her opportunity for revenge upon 
A. G. A. through Julius, bound themselves by oath to the deed, 
perfected their plans, and cast lots for the parts they should play.” 
Apparently the lot of actual assassin fell upon Amedeus. 


The day is done, the winter sun” 

Is setting in its sullen sky; 

And drear the course that has been run, 
And dim the beams that slowly die. 


No star will light my coming night; 
No moon of hope for me will shine; 

à “The Death of A.G. A.” line 101 ff. 
zu. ou, pue poem is headed “A. S. Castle Wood,” and 
, . the s te certainly Amedeus, the dark 
Fe A. S. indicate that he is 


d : es 
of the outlaws’ ola: iue Soc 


Wood” is probably the name 
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Imourn not heaven would blast my sight, 
And I never longed for ways divine. 


Through Life hard Task I did not ask 
Celestial aid, celestial cheer; 

I saw my fate without its mask, 

And met it too without a tear. 


The grief that prest this living breast 
Was heavier far than earth can be; 
And who would dread eternal rest 
When labour’s hire was agony? 


Dark falls the fear of this despair 
On spirits born for happiness; 
But I was bred the mate of care, 
The foster-child of sore distress. 


No sighs for me, no sympathy, 
No wish to keep my soul below; 
The heart is dead since infancy, 
Unwept-for let the body go. 


Cast in a traitor’s role, M. Douglas, one of the conspirators, 
found his part hard to play, fearing most of all the abhorrence of 
his sweetheart, E. R. Gleneden, a member of the Exina family. 


The moon is full this winter night;® 
The stars are clear though few: 
And every window glistens bright 
With leaves of frozen dew. 


The sweet moon through your lattice gleams 
And lights your room like day; 

And there you pass in happy dreams 

The peaceful hours away; 


While I, with effort hardly quelling 
10 The anguish in my breast, 
Wander about the silent dwelling 
d cannot think of rest. 


of post qi November 21, 1844, is headed “M. 


Douglas to E. R Gleneden.” Th i of 
“The Death of A. G. A.” is not AES enn, Douglas to Douglas 
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d clock in the gloomy hall 
from hour to Pian s 
time its measured ca 

An s lingering slow and slower. 
And O how slow that keen-eyed star 
Has tracked the chilly grey! 
What watching yet, how very tar 


The ol 


20 The morning lies away! 


Beside your chamber door I stand: 
Love, are you slumbering still? > 
My cold heart underneath my han 
Has almost ceased to thrill. 


Bleak, bleak the east wind sobs and sighs 
And drowns the turret bell 

Whose sad note, undistinguished, dies 
Unheard, like my farewell. 


To-morrow Scorn will blight my name 


30 And Hate will trample me— 


Will load me with a coward’s shame: 
A Traitor’s perjury! 


False Friends will launch their venomed sneers; 
True Friends will wish me dead; 

And I shall cause the bitterest tears 

That you have ever shed. 


The dark deeds of my outlawed race 
Will then like virtues shine; 
And men will pardon their disgrace, 


40 Beside the guilt of mine; 


For who forgives the accursed crime 
Of dastard treachery? 

Rebellion in its chosen time 

May Freedom’s champion be; 


Revenge may stain a ri 
It may be just to slay; 
But, Traitor—Trait 


or— 
All true breasts shrink = that word - 


ghteous sword, 


O I would give my heart to death, 
50 To keep my honour fair: 

Yet, I’ll not give my inward Faith 

My Honour's name to spare— 


Not even to keep your priceless love, 
Dare I, Beloved, deceive; 

This treason should the future prove: 
Gleneden, then believe! 


I know the path I ought to go; 
| I follow fearlessly, 
| Enquiring not what deeper woe 
> 60 Stern Duty stores for me. 


: So Foes pursue, and cold allies 
| Mistrust me, every one: 

Let me be false in others’ eyes 
If faithful in my own. 


It may be that a brother of E. R. Gleneden and his Sweetheart 
were also involved in the plot. 


Thy Guardians are asleep,‘ 

So I've come to bid thee rise: 
Thou hast a holy vow to keep 
Ere yon crescent quit the skies, 


Though clouds careering wide 
Will hardly let her gleam, 

She’s bright enough to be our guide 
Across the mountain-stream. 


O waken, Dearest, wake! 

What means this long delay? 

Say, wilt thou not for honour’s sake 
Chase idle fears away? 





Think not of future grief 
Entailed on present Joy: 


* The manuscript of this poem, initialed “E.” and dated May 4, 18%, 


has the heading “E. G. to M. R.” The text explains these initials as E- 
Gleneden and Mary R. 
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An age of woe were only brief 
Its memory to destroy. 


And neither Hell nor Heaven, 
Though both conspire atlast,  — 

Can take the bliss that has been given, 
Can rob us of the past. 


Then, waken, Mary, wake: 

How canst thou linger now? 

For true love’s and Gleneden’s sake, 
Arise and keep thy vow. 
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Th plot succeeded perfectly. 

3 King Julius left the south country* 
His banners all bravely flying; 

His followers went out with Jubilee 
But they shall return with sighing. 
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Loud arose the triumphal hymn 

The drums were loudly rolling, 

Yet you might have heard in distance dim 
How a passing bell was tolling. 


The sword so bright from battles won 
With unseen rust is fretting, 

The evening comes before the noon, 
The scarce risen sun is setting. 


While princes hang upon his breath 
And nations round are fearing, 

Close by his side a daggered death 
With sheathless point stands sneering. 


pei death he took a certain aim 
As Death is stony-hearted 
m in the zenith of his fame 
s | Power and life departed. 
.. Amedeus, wh 
à ; Who struck the fata] blow. was in turn struck d 

= | W, ck down 
a rated April 20,1839, isheaded merel 

> erely “Song.” 
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by the Emperor’s guards;° Douglas made his escape,’ 
meantime, a member of the Gleneden family, Probably A, Ue 


buried like Gerald in a dungeon, dreams that his wag the Pri 


lege of saving Gondal by stabbing Julius. 


Tell me, watcher, is it winter?s 
Say how long my sleep has been? 
Have the woods I left so lovely 
Lost their robes of tender green? 


Is the morning slow in coming? 

Is the night-time loath to go? 

Tell me, are the dreary mountains 
Drearier still with drifted snow? 


“Captive, since thoy sawest the forest, 
10 Allits leaves have died away, 
And another March has woven 
Garlands for another May. 


“Ice has barred the Arctic water, 
Soft south winds have set it free; 
And once more to deep green valley 
Golden flowers might welcome thee.” 


Watcher, in this lonely prison, 

Shut from joy and kindly air, 

Heaven, descending in a Vision, 
20 Taught my soul to do and bear. 


It was night, a night in winter; 

I lay on the dungeon floor, 

And all other sounds were silent— 
All, except the river’s roar. 


Over Death and Desolation, 
Fireless hearths and lifeless homes; 


- Rosina” (“Weeks of wild delirium past”) and “The Death of A. G. A.” 

* Possibly M. Douglas ( above), but more likely a kinsman who appears 
in "The Death of A. G. A.” 

* The manuscript of this poem, initialed “E.” and dated May 21, 1838, is 


headed “Gleneden’s Dream.” Gleneden is probably Arthur, lamented by 
his sister in “From our evening fireside now.” 
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Over orphans’ heart-sick sorrows, 


Over fathers’ bloody tombs; 


Over friends, that my arms never 


30 Might embrace in love again— 
Memory pondered, until madness 


Struck its poignard in my brain. 


Deepest slumber followed raving, 
Yet, methought, 1 brooded still; 
Still I saw my country bleeding, 
Dying for a Tyrant's will— 


Not because my bliss was blasted, 

Burned within, the avenging flame; 

Not because my scattered kindred 
40 Died in woe or lived in shame. 


God doth know, I would have given 
Every bosom dear to me, 

Could that sacrifice have purchased 
Tortured Gondal’s liberty! 


But, that at Ambition’s bidding 
Allher cherished hopes should wane; 
That her noblest sons should muster, 
Strive and fight, and fall in vain— 





Hut and castle, hall and cottage, 

50 Roofless, crumbling to the ground— 
Mighty Heaven, a glad Avenger 
Thy eternal justice found! 


Yes, the arm that once would shudder 


Even to m 
' beh plerce a wounded deer, 


n dit, unrelenting, 
n blood it’s sovereign's prayer 


Glori 
Pie dream! Isaw the city 
à 3 = Imperial shine; 
re 8 adoring thousands 
man of form divine 
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None need point the princely victim— 
Now he smiles with royal pride! 

Now his glance is bright as lightning; 
Now—the knife is in his side! 


Ha, I saw how death could darken— 
Darken that triumphant eye! 

His red heart’s blood drenched my dagger: 
My ear drank his dying sigh! 


Shadows come! What means this midnight? 
70 Oh my God, I know it all! 

Know the fever-dream is over! 

Unavenged the Avengers fall! 





In dungeons dark I cannot sing,? 

In sorrow's thrall 'tis hard to smile: 
What bird can soar with broken wing, 
What heart can bleed and Joy the while? 


Just before or following close upon Julius's coronation, A. G. 
A., here again called Rosina, had fallen desperately ill. Upon re- 
gaining consciousness after weeks of delirium, she read evil tid- 
ings in the faces of her waiting ladies and forced them to tell her 
the truth—that Brenzaida’s empire was overthrown. 


Weeks of wild delirium past, 
Weeks of fevered pain; 

Rest from suffering comes at last; 
Reason dawns again.” 


? This poem is the first of a group of four pieces on one side of a manu- 
script sheet bearing the single date, September 23, 1838, the reverse of 
which carries four more poems. In the upper right-hand margin is written 
“Arthr Ex to ” (apparently an abbrevia ted form of Arthur Exina), and 
underneath the dash is penciled the name “Marcius.” Since Exina seems 
to be the territorial designation of the Gleneden family, the stanza 15 
probably another prison plaint of Arthur Gleneden. ; 

10° The manuscript of this poem, dated September 1, 1841, bears the title 
" Rosina." 

11 Compare Cathy’s illness in Wuthering Heights. The parallel suggests 
that the child of the poem headed “Geraldine” (“Twas night; her conr 
rades gathered all") was born at this time. 
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None need point the princely victim— 
Now he smiles with royal pride! 

Now his glance is bright as lightning; 
Now—the knife is in his side! 


Ha, I saw how death could darken— 
Darken that triumphant eye! 

His red heart’s blood drenched my dagger: 
My ear drank his dying sigh! 


Shadows come! What means this midnight? 
70 Oh my God, I know it all! 

Know the fever-dream is over! 

Unavenged the Avengers fall! 





In dungeons dark I cannot sing,? 

In sorrow's thrall 'tis hard to smile: 
What bird can soar with broken wing, 
What heart can bleed and Joy the while? 


Just before or following close upon Julius's coronation, A. G. 
A., here again called Rosina, had fallen desperately ill. Upon re- 
gaining consciousness after weeks of delirium, she read evil tid- 
ings in the faces of her waiting ladies and forced them to tell her 
the truth—that Brenzaida’s empire was overthrown. 


Weeks of wild delirium past, 
Weeks of fevered pain; 

Rest from suffering comes at last; 
Reason dawns again.” 


? This poem is the first of a group of four pieces on one side of a manu- 
script sheet bearing the single date, September 23, 1838, the reverse of 
which carries four more poems. In the upper right-hand margin is written 
“Arthr Ex to ” (apparently an abbrevia ted form of Arthur Exina), and 
underneath the dash is penciled the name “Marcius.” Since Exina seems 
to be the territorial designation of the Gleneden family, the stanza 15 
probably another prison plaint of Arthur Gleneden. ; 

10° The manuscript of this poem, dated September 1, 1841, bears the title 
" Rosina." 

11 Compare Cathy’s illness in Wuthering Heights. The parallel suggests 
that the child of the poem headed “Geraldine” (“Twas night; her conr 
rades gathered all") was born at this time. 


108 ] 





———— 
— — —m— 








pleasant April day 
e afternoon; 
her pillow lay 


It was a 
Declining to th 
Sunshine upon 


It told her how unconsciously 
10 Early Spring had hurried by; | 
« Ah! Time has not delayed for me, 
She murmured with a sigh. 


s have heard their tread; 


The crimson flag is planted there; 
Elderno's waves are rolling red, 


While / lie fettered here. 


* Angora's hill 


“Nay; rather, Gondal's shaken throne 


Is now secure and free; 
And my King Julius reigns alone, 
20 Debtless, alas! to me." 


Loud was the sudden gush of woe 
From those who watched around; 
Rosina turned, and sought to know 
Why burst that boding sound. 


“What then, my dreams are false?" she said; 
“Come, maidens, answer me: 

Has Almedore in battle bled??? 

Have slaves subdued the free? 


“I know it all: he could not bear 
30 To leave me dying far away; 
He fondly, madly lingered here 
And we have lost the day! 


Ras check those coward sobs, and bring 
= xd and smoothe my tangled hair: 
2 obte victory you shall sing 
or every hour’s despair! 


2 Tt will m 


Ki J " ticed th t - x 
ing Julius, Angora Gn de a hi here called by four names and titles— 
? 


medore, and Brenzaida. 
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«When will he come? "T will soon be night: 
He’ll come when evening falls; 
Oh, I shall weary for the light, 
40 To leave my lonely halls!” 


She turned her pallid face aside, 

As she would seek repose; 

But dark Ambition’s thwarted pride 
Forbade her lids to close. 


And still on all who waited by 
Oppressive mystery hung; 

And swollen with grief was every eye, 
And chained was every tongue. 


They whispered nought but, “Lady, sleep; 
50 Dear Lady, slumber now! 

Had we not bitter cause to weep 

While you were laid so low? 


“And Hope can hardly deck the cheek 
With sudden signs of cheer, 
When it has worn through many a week 
The stamp of anguish drear.” 


Fierce grew Rosina’s gloomy gaze; 
She cried, “Dissemblers, own, 
Exina’s arms in victory blaze; 

60 Brenzaida’s crest is down?” 


“Well, since it must be told, Lady, 
Brenzaida’s crest is down; 
Brenzaida’s sun is set, Lady, 

His empire overthrown! 


“He died beneath this palace dome— 
True hearts on every side; 
Among his guards, within his home 
Our glorious Monarch died. 


"I saw him fall, I saw the 
70 From his heart’ 
And mingling 
Hi 


gore 

s fountain swell, 
on the marble floor 
Smurderer’s life-blood fell. 
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ins lone, 


d, Lady, of your l 
Mid a mortal shade! 


is ea 


iti - nerious will, as well as 
E strong ambition im, Earlier griefs—in her 
plucked the blossoms and stripped the 
me’s branch, all to be restored “with ten-fold in- 
" in Julius's love. Even sin was scared to distance 
ve. His death severed her very life from its 


figurative spes 
leaves from Ti 
crease blessing 
by the glory of that lo 


root. | 
Death, that struck when I was most confiding” 


In my certain Faith of Joy to be, ux 
Strike again, Time's withered branch dividing 
From the fresh root of Eternity! 


Leaves, upon Time's branch, were growing brightly, 
Full of sap and full of silver dew; 

Birds, beneath its shelter, gathered nightly; 

Daily, round its flowers, the wild bees flew. 


Sorrow passed and plucked the golden blossom, 
10 Guilt stripped off the foliage in its pride; 

But, within its parent’s kindly bosom, 

Flowed forever Life’s restoring tide. 


i ca ; 
i Compare this line with “Cold in the earth,” second stanza. and “The 
m swells," third and fourth stanzas, and note how each €— t 

adict the other two as to Julius's burial place. ee 


'* The manuscript of this poem. d Apri 
sc m, dated Apri has no head} 
A. G. A.’s familiar voice rr E Meee rer cae headi g, but 


Career time ng in poetic figures he 2 
pues AE as her cry of grief for Julius, in pP amate 
earth” (March 3 Hann): follows immediately after “Col ereave- 
N ia ns = mu evidently written to EUR S ne 
fections even he . 0 appiness triumphed o Ze ow 
naturally le passion for Julius. It ver her natural af- 


i is signifi ; 

t gnincant à 

personal heading, entered “Cold in the earth,” with e eee Emily, 
e 


in h 
panion piece, “Death, iis ook marked “Gondal Poems” name and 
T m her untitled notebook, Sh betraying RE 
a tew small changes, to Peace eae contributed in 1 of Gondal, 
) E e 








CHAPTER vill 


Crumbling of an Empire 


LIUS'S DEATH signaled the overthrow of his = = 
the restoration of the Exina dynasty, whose exile = 
prisoned adherents returned to their homes ın JOY subdued DY 
:ef for those who had fallen in the strife. The sorrow of that re- 
turn is told by R. Gleneden, who finds home empty without her 
brother Arthur. 


From our evening fireside now,” 
Merry laugh and cheerful tone, 
Smiling eye and cloudless brow, 
Mirth and music, all are flown; 





Yet the grass before the door 

Grows as green in April rain; 

And as blithely as of yore 

Larks have poured their day-long strain. 


Is it fear or 1s it SOrrow 

10 Checks the stagnant stream of joy? 
Do we tremble that to-morrow 
May our present peace destroy? 


1The manuscript of this 

: » poem, dated i Er 

is headed “By R. Gleneden.” The = Re en and initialed “E.” 
y 


Douglas' 

night? N beam he addresses in “The moon i E. R. Gleneden, 

“Gleneden’s Dr er she mourns is Arthur Gl is full this winter 
eam. (Tell me, watcher, is it Win the prisoner of 








For past misery are we weeping? 
What is past can hurt no more; | 
And the gracious heavens are keeping 
Aid for that which lies before. 


One is absent, and for one 
Cheerless, chill is our hearthstone. 
One is absent, and for him 


20 Cheeks are pale and eyes are dım. 


© 


Arthur, brother, Gondal’s shore 
Rested from the battle’s roar— 
Arthur, brother, we returned 

Back to Desmond lost and mourned. 


Thou didst purchase by thy fall 
Home for us and peace for all; 

Yet, how darkly dawned that day— 
Dreadful was the price to pay! 


Just as once, through sun and mist 

30 I have climbed the mountain's breast, 
Still my gun, with certain aim, 
Brought to earth the fluttering game; 


But the very dogs repined; 

Though I called with whistle shrill, 
Listlessly they lagged behind, 
Looking backward o'er the hill. 


Sorrow was not vocal there: 
Mute their pain and my despair; 
But the joy of life was flown: 


40 He was gone and we were lone. 


e 


So itis by morn and eve— 

So it is in field and hall: 

For the absent one we grieve, 
One being absent saddens All. 


R. Gleneden pictures also a group of young Gondalan noble 
returning to the Palace 


È í of Instruction in Gaaldine after a lo"? 
sojourn in Gondal. 
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ons, all day long we've stood,” 
jd winds restless blowiné> 
S we've watched the darkened flood 


Around our vessel flowing. 


e has never smiled since morn, 
d clouds have gathered drear, 

an heavier hearts would feel forlorn 

And weaker minds would fear. 


Sunshin 


But look in each young shipmate's eyes 
10 Lit by the evening flame, — 

And see how little stormy skies 

Our joyous blood can tame. 


No glance the same expression wears, 
No lip the same soft smile; 

Yet kindness warms and courage cheers: 
Nerves every breast the while. 


It is the hour of dreaming now, 

The red fire brightly gleams; 

And sweetest in a red fire's glow 
20 The hour of dreaming seems. 


I may not trace the thoughts of all, 
But some I read as well 

As I can hear the ocean's fall 

And sullen surging swell. 





Edmund’s swift soul is gone before: 

It threads a forest wide, 

Whose towers are bending to the shore 
And gazing on the tide. 


And one is there; I know the voice, 
30 Td thrilling, stirring tone 
at makes his bounding pulse rejoi 
e 
Yet makes not his alone. i i 


17 9 18 10, Carries the name SR: G eneden £ A mb 
| 2 p er 


to A. G. A., but novi k 
, but its connection with the ae esM EM direct relation 
1S Clear. 
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Mine own hand longs to clasp her hand, 
Mine eye to greet her eye; 


Win, white sails, win Zedora’s strand 
And Ula’s Eden sky. 


Mary and Flora, oft their gaze 

Is clouded pensively, 

And what that earnest aspect says 
#0 Is all revealed to me. 


Tis but two years, or little more, 
Since first they dared that main; 
And such a night may well restore 
That first time back again. 


The smothered sigh, the lingering late, 
The longed-for, dreaded hour, 

The parting at the moss-grown gate, 
The last look on the tower: 


I know they think of these, and then 

20 The evening's gathering gloom, 
And they alone, with foreign men 
To guard their cabin room. 


Mary Gleneden gives a picture of the reverse voyage—from 
Gaaldine to Gondal. 


‘Twas yesterday, at early dawn,® 
I watched the falling snow; 
A drearier scene on winter morn 
Was never stretched below. 


I could not see the mountains round, 
But I knew by the wild wind’s roar 


How every drift, in their glens profound, 
Was deepening ever more. 


* The manuscript of this poem, dated December 19, 1843, is headed M 
G. for the U. S.” [Mary Gl 


l eneden for the Unique Society]. The poem 2 
unplaced in pattern, but evidently belongs to this series. Perhaps 1t W: 
on this voyage that the Un; 


que Society was wrecked, as Anne records 11 
her birthday note of J uly 31, 1845. (See Appendix II.) 
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And then I thought of Ula's bowers 


10 Beyond the southern sea; 
Her tropic prairies bright with flowers 


And rivers wandering free. 
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Ithought of many a happy day 


Spent in her Eden isle, 
With my dear comrades, young and gay, 


All scattered now so far away, 
But not forgot the while! 


punt 


Who that has breathed that heavenly air, 
To northern climes would come, 

20 To Gondal's mists and moorlands drear, 
And sleet and frozen gloom? 


Spring brings the swallow and the lark: 
But what will winter bring? 

Its twilight noons and evenings dark 
To match the gifts of spring’ 


No! Look with me o’er that sullen main: 

If thy spirit’s eye can see, Fe 

There are brave ships floating back again SS 

That no calm southern port could chain 
30 From Gondal’s stormy sea. 


O how the hearts of the voyagers beat 
To feel the frost-wind blow! ee 
What flower in Ula’s gardens sweet BE 
Is worth one flake of snow? 


The blast which almost rends their sail 

Is welcome as a friend; 

It brings them home, that thundering gale 
Home to their journey’s end; _ 


Home to our souls whose wearying si 
n 
40 Lament their absence drear, — 
And feel how bright even winter skies 
Would shine if they were here! 
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The young nobles of Gondal, returning to the Pa] E 
struction in Gaaldine, miss their fallen comrades, whoh x N 
the “life and soul” of theresistance to Julius’s tyranny, dem | 


The busy day has hurried by, 

And hearts greet kindred hearts once more; 
And swift the evening hours should fly, 
But—what turns every gleaming eye 

So often to the door, 


And then so quick away—and why 

Does sudden silence chill the room, 

And laughter sink into a sigh, 

And merry words to whispers die, 
10 And gladness change to gloom? 


O we are listening for a sound 

We know shall ne’er be heard again; 
Sweet voices in the halls resound, 
Fair forms, fond faces gather round, 
But all in vain—in vain! 


T'heir feet shall never waken more 
The echoes in these galleries wide, 
Nor dare the snow on the mountain's brow, 
Nor skim the river's frozen flow, 
20 Nor wander down its side. 


They who have been our life—our soul— 

Through summer-youth, from childhood’s spring— 
Who bound us in one vigorous whole 

To stand ’gainst Tyranny’s control 

For ever triumphing— 


Who bore the brunt of battle’s fray: 
The first to fight, the last to fall; 
Whose mighty minds, with kindred ray, 


Still led the van in Glory’s Way; 
30 The ido] chiefs of al]... 





% ae dut of this poem, initialed “E, p» and dated June 14, 1839, 
th m = Written on Returning to the P. of I. [ Palace of Instruction] gr 
the 10th of January, 1827,” but the Speaker is not named. “January, 1827 

logy found in Emily’s headings. 


They, they are gone! Not for a while 
As golden suns at night decline 
deven in death our grief beguile 
Foretelling, with a rose-red smile, 
How bright the morn will shine. 
one and lorn; 


ark towers are 1 


dis vacancy; 
atch and wait and mourn 


r their return, 


No; these d 
This very crow 
And we must W 
And half look out fo 


40 And think their forms we see; 


And fancy music in our ear, 

Such as their lips could only pour; 
And think we feel their presence near, 
And start to find they are not here, 
And never shall be more! 





CHAPTER Ix 


The F ugitive 


of Julius’s empire, Rosina y, 
N e aaa Geraldine, became a fugitive 
i = ee daughter, Alexandria, attended i Ta 
with her in ao rocky cave outside the city o e i 
eee E T i Sd Joy in her child's resemblance to E 
= um, c Pen peculiar tenderness, ambition E 
E. a on to turn her “prayer” d n E = 
Eo for ridding herself of the hampering care o 


‘Twas night; her comrades gathered all? 
Within their city's rocky wall; 


en flowers were closed and day was o'er, 
Their joyous hearts awoke the more. E 
[73 ° lulla y pe 
* That the lovely lyric “Song to A. A.” (“This Er ne: oy SETA x 
Hatfield, Tho Complete Poems [1941], p. 71) records pattern and the 
A.'s flight with her daughter Is suggested by the story 
initials o 


«Blanche 
‘oned “Blan 
f its heading. But a second draft of the poem signe 
injects an element of d 


was 

A. G. A. 

oubt, for there is no evidence that E 

Down by that name. August 17, r- 
e manuscript of this poem, initialed “ i and oa ae It 1s d 

bears the title “Gera dine," which is A. G. A.'s middle but three t ly 

nt that this name is used alone surreptitious 
ondal poe 5—when A, G. A. is meeting Julius 
and when She is a fugitiy 
“Geraldine” is Emily 


1. 
V. note. 4 
e following his death. (See era: depict 
$ Parallel to Charlotte’s long narrativ 
tandt 


emporary exile from his throne. 











But, lonely in her distant cave, E 
She heard the river's restless wave = 


Chafing its banks with dreamy flow: E 
Music for mirth and wail for woe. x 
Palm-trees and cedars towering high * 
10 Deepened the gloom of evening’s sky; E 
And thick did raven ringlets veil = 
Her forehead, drooped like lily pale. - 
Yet I could hear my lady sing: E 
Iknew she did not mourn; = 


For never yet from sorrow'S spring 
Such witching notes were born. 


Thus poured she in that cavern wild 

The voice of feeling warm, 

As, bending o’er her beauteous child, 
20 She clasped its sleeping form— 


“Why sank so soon the summer sun 
From our Zedora's skies? 
I was not tired, my darling one, 
Of gazing in thine eyes. 


“Methought the heaven, whence thou hast come 
Was lingering there awhile; 
And Earth seemed such an alien home 
They did not dare to smile. 


“Methought each moment somethi 
Ma sac ing stran 
30 Within their circles shone, = = 


And yet, through every magic change 
They were Brenzaida’s own. 


“Methought— what tho 
ught I 
My whole heart Poa haa Md 
iced not but to send sess 
ne gush of ardent prayer— : 


“ ‘Bless it, m 
‚my gracious God ^ T am 
P od,'I ; 
reserve thy morta] x 3 z cried; 
e own sak ? 
40 : €, be thor ; 
on eep it still AR aa mats guide, 
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“ ‘Say, sin shall never blanch that Cheek, 
Nor suffering charge* that brow; 
Speak, in thy mercy, Maker, speak, 
And seal it safe from woe! 


“Why did I doubt? In God's contro]: 
Our mutual fates remain; 
And pure as now my angel's soul 
Must go to Heaven again.” 


The revellers in the city slept; 

50 My lady, in her woodland bed; 
I, watching o’er her slumber, wept 
As one who mourns the dead! 


The child’s life was brief, even 
A., having formed a resolve to return her “‘to Heaven again,” 
Carried it out relentlessly, but not without a struggle with her 
natural feelings. 


Upon her soothing breast: 
She lulled her little child; 
A winter sunset in the west, 
A dreary glory smiled. 


For the exposure s 


Pot she chose a familiar and dearly loved 
mountain dell, where 


in summer she might have left her baby as 


was winter now; a mountain storm was 
ragıng, and “coldly spread the couch of snow.” 


e Hatfield's readi ily's r’s and "'s in this manuscript are so nearly 
identical] that this word mi iusti 


death register A. G. A. 


reasoning and Poetic speech ar 


: - Evidently such is the under- 
ae of the Speaker, Pretty certainly Lord 7 


Eld w A. G. A.’s 
etter than any one red, who kne 

WES 1S Vignette, undated and without heading, together with an unfin- 
Loi Second poem, 1S written on a fragment of a sheet once joined to an- 
other fragment containing a poem dated December 19, 1839. 


as Lord Eldred foresaw, A. G. 


nenn 
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— HÉÓÓÓI 

















Ive seen this dell in July's shine” 

's dream; 
lovely as an angel’s m 
oni heaven's depth of blue divine; 
Around, the evening's golden beam. 


[ve seen the purple heather-bell | 
Look out by many 8 storm-worn stone; 
And oh, I've seen such music swell, 

Such wild notes wake these passes lone— 


So soft, yet so intensely felt, 

(0 Solow, yet so distinctly heard, : 
My breath would pause, my eyes would melt, 
And my tears dew the green heath-sward. 


I'd linger here a summer day, 

Nor care how fast the hours flew by, 
Nor mark the sun's departing ray 
Smile sadly glorious from the sky. 





Then, then I might have laid thee down 
And deemed thy sleep would gentle be; 
I might have left thee, darling one, 

20 And thought thy God was guarding thee! 


But now there is no wandering glow, 
No gleam to say that God is nigh; 

And coldly spreads thy couch of snow, 
And harshly sounds thy lullaby. 


Forests of heather, dark and long, 

Wave their brown, branching arms above 
And they must soothe thee with their song 
ema hueldeny childoflove! — 


Alas, the flakes are heavily falling; 
30 They cover fast each guardian AS 
And chilly white their shroud is nal 


Thy frozen limbs and freezing ens 


€ The manuscript of thi 
Farewell to Alexandria." I$ poem, dated July 19 1839. h 
: > Nas the title 


rag 
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After a farewell embrace, 


neath the bro 


ild 
torm more madly wild, 
m queri mn are tossed on hist 
The i unblessed, unfriended child, 
E d bear to watch thee die! 
C 


A.G. A. laid the little one down y. 
waving branches of “forests of heather," 2d 
wn 


hurried away, 


' This poem, dated N ovemb 
© same manuscript sheet b 
prophesying haunting remors 


but her feet bound her to the spot. 


The night is darkening round me,’ 
The wild winds coldly blow; 


Buta tyrant spell has bound me 
And I cannot, cannot go. 


The giant trees are bending 

Their bare boughs weighed with snow, 
And the storm is fast descending 

And yet I cannot go. 


Clouds beyond clouds above me, 
Wastes beyond wastes below; 
But nothing drear can move me; 
I will not, cannot go. 


er, 1837, has no heading. It is followed on 


4 Hig sixteen-line poem, without heading, 
e, I'll come when thou art saddest." 


X 
uo mmm 


CHAPTER X 


Fifteen Wild Decembers 


ORTUNE turned again for Augusta. Restored to her throne, 
che was crowned in the cathedral where Julius lay buried.’ 


The organ swells, the trumpets sound,” 
The lamps in triumph glow; 

And none of all those thousands round 
Regards who sleeps below. 


Those haughty eyes that tears should fill 
Glance clearly, cloudlessly; 

Those bounding breasts, that grief should thrill, 
From thought of grief are free. 


His subjects and his soldiers there 
They blessed his rising bloom, 
But none a single sigh can spare 
To breathe above his tomb. 


Comrades in arms, I’ve looked to mark 
One shade of feeling swell, 


As your feet trod above the dark 
Recesses of his cell. 


1 
See Chap, VII, note 13. 





Thetan s poem, dated September 30, 1837, has no identi- 
r Eldred. itself suggests its place in the story. The speaker is 
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ih en to those closest to A. G. A., it see e 
E She, too, in the years that followed, had forgotten J ulius, Y 
teen years after his d ! 


10 


20 


Ex The manuscript of this poem, dated March 3, 1845, carries the head- 
ing "R. Alcona to J. Brenzaida” [Rosina Alcona to Julius Brenzaida]. Its 
mood and sentiments, repea 

in "The Death of A. G. A? 
Sina and A. G. A. are 
“Death that Struck w 
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t 
eath, she pours out her grief for him in the 


Cold in the earth, and the deep snow piled above thee!s 
Far, far removed, cold in the dreary grave! 

Have I forgot, my Only Love, to love thee, 

Severed at last by Time's all-wearing wave? 


Now, when alone, do my thoughts no longer hover 
Over the mountains on Angora's shore; 

Resting their wings where heath and fern-leaves cover 
That noble heart for ever, ever more? 


Cold in the earth, and fifteen wild Decembers 
From those brown hills have melted into spring— 
Faithful indeed is the spirit that remembers 

After such years of change and suffering! 


Sweet Love of youth, forgive if I forget thee 
While the World’s tide is bearing me along: 
Sterner desires and darker hopes beset me, 
Hopes which obscure but cannot do thee wrong. 


No other Sun has lightened up my heaven; 

No other Star has ever shone for me: 

All my life’s bliss from thy dear life was given— 
All my life’s bliss is in the grave with thee. 

But when the da 
And 
The 
Stre 


ys of golden dreams had perished 
even Despair was powerless to destroy, 

n did I learn how existence could be cherished, 
ngthened and fed without the aid of Joy; 


Then didI chec 


k the tears of useless passion, 
Weaned my yo 


ung soul from yearning after thine; 


ted in A. G. A's weariness of life, as expressed 
-. constitute one of the many evidences that Ro- 


one. In order of composition it immediately precedes 
hen I was most confiding.” 





ern ing wi ten 
y ied 1 g sh to haster 
S denied its burn | 
: is to that tomb already more than mine 

O y 


e not let it languish, "d 
Memory S rapturous pam; 
deep of that divinest anguish, 
ek the empty world again? 


And even yet, Í dar 





Once 
How could I se 





HA. G. A. was by nature incapable of en 
. . e. . er 

Pet sustained remorse, haunting memories viste 

even 


either ambition, 
ng frequency as she grew older. which n 


re incus love affairs, nor her strong will to happmes could | 


wholly still. The beloved bluebell on the hillside was a sharp re- 


minder of her lost child. 


Sacred watcher, wave thy bells!* 
Fair hill flower and woodland child! 
Dear to me in deep green dells— 
Dearest on the mountains wild. 


Bluebell, even as all divine 

I have seen my darling shine— 

Bluebell, even as wan and frail 

I have seen my darling fail— 

Thou hast found a voice for me, 

And soothing words are breathed by thee. 


Thus they murmur, “Summer’s sun 
Warms me till my life is done. 
Would I rather choose to die 

Under winter’s ruthless sky? 


“Glad I bloom and calm I fade; 
Weeping twilight dews my bed; 
Mourner, mourner, dry thy tears— 
Sorrow comes with lengthened years!” 


* The manuscri i 
is headed “A. G. A. Ne initialed “E.” and dat 
variations in text is headed “To Ses sane A > 1839, 
y A.G. p 


An t showing 
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An old guitar called up the memory of a hapless youth 


Wh 
died of love for her, but the pity is for herself rather than for ; 


him, 
For him who struck thy foreign string,’ 

I ween this heart hath ceased to care; 

Then why dost thou such feelings bring 

To my sad spirit, old guitar? 


Itis asif the warm sunlight 

In some deep glen should lingering stay, 
When clouds of tempest and of night 
Had wrapt the parent orb away. 


Itis asif the glassy brook 

Should image still its willows fair, 
Though years ago the woodman's stroke 
Laid low in dust their gleaming hair. 


Even so, guitar, thy magic tone 
Has moved the tear and waked the sigh, 
Has bid the ancient torrent flow 
Although its very source is dry! 


A long-lost ring recovered from overgrowing grass was to her 
a “mute remembrancer” of crime. 


What winter floods, what showers of spring* 
Have drenched the grass by night and day; 
And yet, beneath, that spectre ring, 
Unmoved and undiscovered lay 

A mute remembrancer of crime, 

Long lost, concealed, forgot for years, 

It comes at last to cancel time, 

And waken unavailing tears. 


5 The manus 


« cript, initialed “RE.” d : ded 
A. G. A.” Thr - and dated August 30, 1838, is hea 
De Sina Write 2 another poem, dated J anuary 6, 1840, and headed “F. 
istneartiner ritten m the Gaaldine Prison Caves to A. G. A.” (“Thy sun 


Samara. guitar is identified with Fernando De 


* The m i ; 
C anuscript of this Poem, dated March 27, 1839, is headed “A. 
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ssociated 
nd voice of a stranger spoke to her of one a 
‘oht a 
The 918 


«y the happier «years gone by. 
wi 





Where were ye all? and where wert thou?’ % 
[saw an eye that shone like thine; 

But dark curls waved around his brows 
And his stern glance was strange to mine. 


ny 


tats 
a ER "ome 
F E ` 1 ^ 411 
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And yeta dreamlike comfort came = 
Into my heart and anxious eye; 

And, trembling yet to hear his name, 
I bent to listen watchfully. 


His voice, though never heard before, 
Still spoke to me of years gone by; 

It seemed a vision to restore 

That brought the hot tears to my eye. 


1% pres 


Her own harp, which once gave her solace and joy, now re- 


peated only “long-forgotten things” that darkened all her sum- E 
mer skies. 


Harp of wild and dream-like strain," 
When I touch thy strings, 

Why dost thou repeat again 
Long-forgotten things? 


Harp, in other, earlier days, 
I could sing to thee; 

And not one of all my lays 
Vexed my memory. 


But now, if I awake a note 
That gave me joy before, 


Bonds of sorrow from thee float, 
anging evermore. 


"The 
Poem, d 
the first of a ated Octob 
Brou er, 1838 
en manuscript per sears, the heading 
ent Shorter’ s en isa scrı 
C 





Yet, still steeped in memory’s dyes, 
They come sailing on, 
Darkening all my summer skies, 


Shutting out my sun. 


Youthful dreams were now but a memory yielding nought y 
ut 


E O Dream, where art thou now?? 
Long years have past away 
Since last, from off thine angel brow 


I saw the light decay. 


Alas, alas for me 

Thou wert so bright and fair, 

I could not think thy memory 
Would yield me nought but care! 


gyen 


The sun-beam and the storm, 


The summer-eve divine, 
The silent night of solemn calm, 
The full moon's cloudless shine, 


Were once entwined with thee, 


But now with weary pain, 
Lost vision! "tis enough for me— 


Thou canst not shine again. 


Worst of all were the thousand memories which came to haunt 
her in the dead of night. 


I'll come when thou are saddest,!° 

Laid alone in the darkened room; 

When the mad day’s mirth has vanished, 
And the smile of joy is banished 

From evening’s chilly gloom. 


9 The m . j 
ing  P' of this poem, dated November 5, 1838, carries no head- 
10 The 
sheet, “The o AES and without heading, follows, on the manuscript 
On the reverse of Em cae round me," which is dated November, 1837. 
them the canceled cup 7 "s nd nt re 
ong by Julius Angora.” 
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I'll come when the heart's real feeling 
Has entire, unbiassedsway> — 

And my influence o’er thee stealing, 
Grief deepening, Joy congealing, 
Shall bear thy soul away. " 





Listen, "ts just the hour, 
The awful time for thee; d 

Dost thou not feel upon thy soul : 
A flood of strange sensations roll, LL 
Forerunners of a sterner powez, 


Heralds of me? 





Even sleep brought no relief from haunting memories. 





Sleep brings no Joy to me," u 
Remembrance never dies; | 
My soul is given to misery 
And lives in sighs. 


Sleep brings no rest to me; 

The shadows of the dead 

My waking eyes may never see 
Surround my bed. 


Sleep brings no hope to me; 

In soundest sleep they come, 
And with their doleful imagery 
Deepen the gloom. 


Sleep brings no strength to me, 
No power renewed to brave, 

I only sail a wilder sea, 

A darker wave. 





Sleep brings no friend to me 
To soothe and aid to bear; 


11 This poem, dated November, 1837, carries the heading “A G 
g “A. G. A.” 


is the second of three on a sh 
ee : 
dated October, 1838 (see note 7, Dem ent ve 
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CHAPTER XI 


Fernando De Samara 


HE GUITAR which disturbed Augusta’s memory once be- 
longed to Fernando De Samara, a youth of Areon Hall in 
Gaaldine, who on sailing for Gondal bade farewell to his foster 
sister! and sweetheart in the strongest possible avowals of fidelity. 


Now trust a heart that trusts in you,” 
And firmly say the word “Adieu”; 
Be sure, wherever I may roam, 

My heart is with your heart at home; 


Unless there be no truth on earth, 

And vows meant true are nothing worth, 
And mortal man have no control 

Over his own unhappy soul; 


Unless I change in every thought, 
And memory will restore me nought, 
And all I have of virtue die 

Beneath far Gondal’s Foreign sky. 









1 This detail develops from following poems. 


2 This poem 
“Sleep bringe NS Aber, 1837, precedes on the manuscript sheet 
ing, but its close MEE e" (see chap. X, note 11). It carries no head- 
Nr n with the other Fernando poems fixes its place 
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f ountain peasant loves the heath 
: than richest plains beneath; 
| P Better 1d not give one moorland wild 
He wii the fields that ever smiled; 
O 


hiter brows than yours may be, 
heeks my eyes may see, 

g looks from orbs divine 
thway burn and shine; 


dw 
And rosier © 
And lightmn 
About my pS 

ight, changeless and strong, 

But en ET and nursed so lon 
vd that first 1ts glory gave 
Shall be my pole star to the grave. 


under Augusta's charm, all the eventualities Which 


ibilities came to pass, H 
thought of as imposs1 ~ azzleq 
en us de gebe divine,” he forgot his home, his t. 
zu 5 s ud his sweetheart. All he had of virtue died, and for he, 
le he cast away “virtue and faith and heaven.” The stor : 
sm 


TY is 
continued pathetically 









In Gondal, 


by the girl he betrayed and conclu dei 
dramatically by F ernando himself. 

O mother, I am not regretting* 

To leave this wretched world below, 


If there be nothing but forgetting 
In that dark land to which I go. 


Yet though 'tis wretched now to languish, 
Deceived and tired and hopeless here, 

No heart can quite repress the anguish 
Of leaving things that once were dear. 


Twice twelve short years, and all is over, 
10 And day and night to rise no more; 
And never more to be a rover 


Along the fields, the woods, the shore; 


E heading D is fall of this poem, dated December 14, 1837, carries 00 
| y. dentified by the place name “Areon’s forest” and the 


Personal name « 
Ee. e Fernando? . 
AS 1 ° 
E. one side of the sheet and the owe tert The first 12 verses are written 0n 


oT hate that lone green dell?” nder on the reverse, followed by “Why 
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40 


And never more at early dawning 

To watch the stars of midnight wane; 

To breathe the breath of summer morning 
And see its sunshine ne'er again. 


I hear the Abbey bells are ringing: 

Methinks their chime-sound faint and drear, 
Or else the wind is adverse Winging, 

And wafts its music from my ear. 


The wind the winter night is speaking 

Of thoughts and things that should not stay ; 
Mother, come near; my heart is breaking; 

I cannot bear to go away. 


And I must go whence no returning 

To soothe your grief or calm your care; 
Nay, do not weep: that bitter mourning 
Tortures my soul with wild despair. 


No; tell me that, when I am lying 

In the old church beneath the stone, 

You'll dry your tears and check your sighing, 
And soon forget the spirit gone. 


You've asked me long to tell what sorrow 
Has blanched my cheek and quenched my eye; 
And we shall sever ere to-morrow, 


So I’ll confess before I die. 


Ten years ago in last September 
Fernando left his home and you, 
And still I think you must remember 
The anguish of that last adieu; 


And well you know how, wildly pining, 

I longed to see his face again 

Through all the Autumn's drear declining, 
Its stormy nights and days of rain. 


Down on the skirts of Areon’s forest 
There lies a lone and lovely glade; 

And there the hearts together nn 
Their first, their fatal parting made 
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The afternoon, in softened glory, 

50 Bathed each green swell and waving tree; 
Beyond the broad park, spread before me, 
Stretched far away the boundless sea. 
And there I stood, when he had left me, 
With ashy cheek but tearless eye, 
Watching the ship whose sail bereft me 
Of life and hope and peace and joy. 


It past; that night I sought a pillow 
Of sleepless woe, and grieving lone 
My soul still hovered o’er the billow, 


60 And mourned a love for ever flown. 


Yet, smiling bright in recollection, 
One blissful hour returns to me: 
One letter told of firm affection, 
Of safe deliverance from the sea; 


But not another. Fearing, hoping, 

Spring, winter, harvest, glided o’er; 

And time at length brought power for coping 
With thoughts I could not once endure. 


And I would seek in summer’s evening 

70 The place that saw our last farewell; 
And there, a chain of visions weaving, 
I'd linger till the curfew bell. 


The picture of his betrayed sweetheart is repeated by Fernando 
in a plaint to A. G. A., whom he addresses as Alcona. 


Alcona, in its changing mood‘ 

My soul will sometimes overtly 
The long, long years of solitude 

| That 'twixt our time of meeting lie. 





4 : z 
E TA MED of this poem, dated September 6, 1839, carries no head- 
of mandos lai yes _Areon Hall” and the text identify it as the first 
ehe nee ee a sto his seductress, whom he addresses as Alcona, which 
near meridian h spice on for Rosina. Since the heading of “Thy sun 15 
n height” (^E. De Samara... to A. G. A.”) makes it certain 


that his seductress ; 
(See Introduction, = ve: A., it follows that Rosina and A. G. A. are one. 
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Hope and despair in turns arise 

This doubting; dreading heart to moves 
And now, 'mid smiles and bitter sighs, 
Tell how I fear: tell how I love. 


y, “In Areon Hal —” 

h a dream should come, " 
When well I know, whate'er befall, | 
That Areon is no more my home.) 


And now I sa 


© 
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© 
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my 
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Yet, let me say, “Tn Areon Hall 
The first faint red of morning shines, 


And one right gladly to its call | \ è 
The restless breath of grief resigns. AN 


Her faded eye, her pallid face, 3 
Would woo the soft, awaking wind; ‘ 
All earth is breathing of the peace 

20 She long has sought but cannot find. 


How sweet it is to watch the mist 

From that bright silent lake ascend, 

And high o’er wood and mountain crest 
With heaven's grey clouds as greyly blend. 


How sweet it 1s to mark those clouds 
Break brightly in the rising day; 

To see the sober veil that shrouds 
This summer morning melt away. 


O sweet to some, but not to her; 

Unm [ark] edst once at Nature’s shrine, 
She now kneels down a worshipper, 

A mad adorer, love, to thine. 


3 


oO 


The time is come when hope, that long 
Revived and sank, at length is o’er; 
When faith in him, however Rone 
Dare prompt her to believe no more! 


e tears which day by day o’erflowed 
7 = heart-deep source begin to freeze: 
nd, as she gazes on the road ; 


40 'Th 
at glances through those spreading trees 
? 
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No throbbing flutter checks her breath 
To mark a horseman hastening by; 
Her haggard brow is calm as death, 
And cold like death her dreary eye,” 


However sad the fate of the girl Fernando betraye d 
was infinitely more tragic, for A. G. A., when her briet 2 DN 

had run its course, banished him to “the Gaaldine prison teres, 
where he had long months to repent his folly and sin, an i $^ 
down retribution ı upon his seductress. 9 can 


Thy sun 1s near meridian height, 
| And my sun sinks in endless night: 
But, if that night bring only sleep, 
~Then I shall rest, while thou wilt weep. 


And say not that my early tomb 
Will give me to a darker doom: 
Shall these long, agonising years 
Be punished by eternal tears? 


No; that I feel can never be; 
10 A God of hate could hardly bear 
To watch through all eternity 
His own creations dread despair! 


The pangs that wring my mortal breast, 
Must claim from Justice lasting rest: 
Enough, that this departing breath 

Will pass in anguish worse than death. 


If I have sinned, long, long ago 

That sin was purified by woe: 

I've suffered on through night and day; 
20 I've trod a dark and frightful way. 


Earth’s wilderness was round me spread; 
Heaven’s tempests beat my naked head; 





5 The manuscript of this poem, initialed “E.” and dated January 6, 1840, 
has the heading “F. De Samara. Written in the Gaaldine Prison Caves to 


A.G.A.” 
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1 did not kneel: in vain would prayer 
Have sought one gleam of mercy there! 


How could I ask for pitying love, 

When that grim concave frowned above, 
Hoarding its lightnings to destroy 

My only and my priceless joy? 


They struck—and long may Eden shine 
30 Erel would call its glories mine: 

All Heaven’s undreamt felicity 

Could never blot the past from me. 


No; years may cloud and death may sever, 
But what is done is done for ever; 

And thou, false friend and treacherous guide," 

Go, sate thy cruel heart with pride. 


Go, load my memory with shame; 

| Speak but to curse my hated name; 
My tortured limbs in dungeons bind, 

40, And spare my life to kill my mind. 





Leave me in chains and darkness now; 
And when my very soul is worn, 
When reason’s light has left my brow, 


And madness cannot feel thy scorn, 


Then come again—thou wilt not shrink; 
I know thy soul is free from fear— 
The last full cup of triumph drink, 
Before the blank of death be there. 


Thy raving, dying victim see, 

50 Lost, cursed, degraded, all for thee! 
Gaze on the wretch, recall to mind 
His golden days left long behind. 


Does memory sleep in Lethean rest? 

Or wakes its whisper in thy breast? 

O memory, wake! Let scenes return 

That even her haughty heart must mourn! 


6 Compare Angelica’ , 
lines 70-84 BER a: accusations of A. G. A. in “The Death of A.G. ALS 
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The moon of summer pours, \ 
Far down from heaven, its silver floo 
deep Elderno’s shores. 


Reveal, where o'er a lone green wood 


60 On 
There, lingering in the wild embrac 
Youth’s warm affections gave, | 
She sits and fondly seems to trace | 
His features 1n the wave. | 


And while on that reflected face | 


Her eyes intently dwell, | 
«Fernando, sing to-night," she says, 
“The lays I love so well." | 


He smiles and sings, though every air 

70 Betrays the faith of yesterday; | 
His soul is glad to cast for her 
Virtue and faith and Heaven away. \ 


Well thou hast paid me back my love! | 
But if there be a God above | 
Whose arm is strong, whose word is true, | 
This hell shall wring thy spirit too! =) 





At last Fernando, like Lord Alfred, took his own life in vain 
effort to free himself from his enslaving love for A. G. A., dyin 
with her picture in his hand and in his heart. S 


t Sou Light up thy halls! "Tis closing day; 20000 ^: 

I’m drear and lone and faraway— ^^^: >u 

Cold blows on my breast the northwind’s bitter sigh, Hi 
h And oh, my couch is bleak beneath therainy sky! 


N 
Jt 0^9 
AV ip 


E) ran 


a Light up thy halls—and think not of Me ts ar 
v 1 That face is absent now, thou hast hated so to see 
vue Pone eyes, undimmed their dazzling shine, 
‚never more shall they encounter mine! 


! ama. 


The 
10 Ih = e zd is dark; there is tempest in the air; 
eathed my only wish in one last, one burning prayer— 





"The manuscript th; 
e 9) 6 f e er" 
E.," is headed “p De GENIS LS 1, 1838, and initialed 


LE. 
E 
E44 
e 0 ] 
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er that would come forth, although it lingered long; 
ray | 


et on fire my heart, but froze upon my tongue. 
Thats 


w, it shall be done before the morning rise: | 
ne watch the sun ascend in yonder skies. , 
\ [will 2 lone remains—thy pictured face to view; a 
| at go to prove if God, at least, be true! 
Ee 


E hair; 
thee now? Thy black resplendent 105 
is ory.beaming brow, and smile, how heavenly fair! 
cda eyes are turned away—those eyes I would not see; 
90 Their dark, their deadly ray, would more than madden me. 


] ! My hand is streaming wet; 
There, go, Deceiver, go: MY | . 
My heart's blood flows to buy the blessing—To forget! "^ 
Oh could that lost heart give back, back again to Hines i 
One tenth part of the pain that clouds my dark decline: 





Oh could I see thy lids weighed down in cheerless woe; 
Too full to hide their tears, too stern to overflow; 

Oh could I know thy soul with equal grief was torn, 

This fate might be endured—this anguish might be borne! 


How gloomy grows the night! "Tis Gondal's wind that blows; 
30 I shall not tread again the deep glens where it rose— 
I feel it on my face— "Where, wild blast, dost thou roam? 
What do we, wanderer, here, so far away from home? 


"I do not need thy breath to cool my death-cold brow; 
But go to that far land, where she is shining now; 
. Tel Her my latest wish, tell Her my dreary doom; 
Say that my pangs are past, but Hers are yet to come.” 


Vai ` : 
n T ne frenzied thoughts! No ear can hear 
e call 


reddo deos air my frantic curses fall— 
40 Would X see me now, perchance her lip would smile, 
NM 1n careless pride and utter scorn the while! 
| And yet for all h 


| er hate, each | 

| stronge , £ach parting glance would tell 
TO dim breathed, burned, in this last farewell. 

ife bows to my soul the Tyrant rules me still; 


MY control, but Love I cannot kill! 
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CHAPTER XII 


The Death of a Queen 


Augusta one day slipped 
EARY OF PALACE and court, 
out for a few hours of solitude on Elmor moors, attended 


only by Lord Lesley and Fair Surry, lovers d es n Pe 
: the sunshine, she was discovered by her one ime 
other. Asleep 1n tne 5 ee 


stepdaughter and old enemy, Angelica, wan 
wild region. Unprotected as the queen was, Angelica would have 
killed her with a knife had Augusta not just then awakened with 
such a dreary sigh that Angelica preferred to let her live on in her 
misery. An hour later, repenting the decision, Angelica sought 
the help of Douglas, a fellow outlaw, “to send to hell my mortal 
foe,” promising him her love in return. Fair Surry and Lord Les- 
ley died first, that in their deaths Augusta might “drain a deeper 
cup of bitterer pain.” Then the queen went down under Doug- 
las’s knife, fighting savagely. 
Angelica, her revenge accomplished, treacherously disap- 
pm Leys eee alone with his victim. 
e queen's body, white and still 1 
by Lord Eldred, a of the Om = a E. deus 
Ee e i. bcn Douglas, Lord Eldred eed in 
y lite of his beloved ward and queen. 


Were they shepherds, who sat all day? 
On that brown mountain-side? d 
But neither staff nor dog had th 

Nor woolly flock to guide. = 


| h e Y 1 * LI 3 


' is headed “The Death of 
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They were clothed In savage attire. 
Their locks were dark and long; 
And at each belt a Weapon dire 
Like bandit-knife, was hung. 


One was a woman, tall and fair; 
10 A princess she might be, 


From her stately form, and her featur 
And her look of majest pe 


But, oh, she had a sullen frown, 

A lip of cruel scorn, 

As sweet tears never melted down 
Her cheeks since she was born! 


"Twas well she had no sceptre to wield, 

No subject land to Sway: 

Fear might have made her vassals yield, 
20 But Love had been far away. 


Yet, Love was even at her feet 

In his most burning mood: 

That Love which will the Wicked greet 
As kindly as the Good — 


And he was noble too, who bowed 
So humbly by her side, 
Entreating, till his eyes o'erflowed, 
Her spirit's icy pride. 


"Angelica, from my very birth 
30 I have been nursed in strife: 
And lived upon this weary Earth 
A wanderer, all my life. 


“The baited tiger could not be 
So much athirst for gore: 





: 184 
A. G. A.” and carries dates of its beginning and completion, January, ; En 


and May, 1844, showing that it was more than three years in the Mir inis- 
The longest of Emily’s poems, a narrative containing numerous ei 
cent passages, it is the beginning point and reference guide zn eroine 
structing the life story and character of the brilliant but puzzling 

of this group of the Gondal poems. 
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For men and laws have tortured me 
Till I can bear no more. 


“The guiltless blood upon my hands 
Will shut me out from Heaven, 
And here, and even in foreign lands, 
40 I cannot find ahaven. 


« And in all space, and in all time, 
And through Eternity, 


To aid a Spirit lost in crime, 
[have no hope but thee. 


“Yet will I swear, No saint on high 
A truer faith could prove; 
No angel, from that holy sky, 
Could give thee purer love_— 


“For thee, through never-ending years, 
50 T'd suffer endless pain; 
But—only give me back my tears; 
Return my love again!” 


Many a time, unheeded, thus 

The reckless man would pray; 

But something woke an answering flush 

On his lady’s brow to-day ; 

And her eye flashed flame, as she turned to speak, 
In concord with her reddening cheek: 


“Tye known a hundred kinds of love: 
60 All made the loved one rue; 


And what is thine that it should prove, 
Than other love, more true? 


t Listen; I've known a burning heart 
To which my own was given; 
pur notin passion; do not start— 
n love was love from heaven; 
: Rie if heavenly love be born 
n the pure light of childhood’s morn — 


ng ere the * 
7 ; poison-taint : 
0 From this world's EN = air 
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“That heart was like a tropic sun 
That kindles all it shines upon; 
And never Magian devotee 
Gave worship half so warm as] : 
And never radiant bow could be 
So welcome in a stormy sky. 
My soul dwelt with her day and night: 
She was my all-sufficing light, 
My childhood’s mate, my girlhood’s guide, 


80 My only blessing, only pride. 


“But cursed be the very earth 


90 


100 


hat gave that fiend her fatal birth! 
With her own hand she bent the bow 
That laid my best affections low, 
hen mocked my grief and scorned my prayers 
nd drowned my bloom of youth in tears. 
Warnings, reproaches, both were vain— 
What recked she of another’s pain? 
y dearer self she would not spare— 
rom Honour’s voice she turned his ear: 
irst made her love his only stay, 
en snatched the treacherous prop away. 
Douglas, he pleaded bitterly; 
He pleaded as you plead to me 
For lifelong chains or timeless tomb 
Or any but an Exile's doom. 
We both were scorned—both sternly driven | 
To shelter ‘neath a foreign heaven; © 
And darkens o’er that dreary time 
A wildering dream of frenzied crime. 
I will not now those days recall; 
The oath within that caverned hall 
And its fulfilment, those you know— 
We both together struck the blow. 
But—you can never know the pain 
That my lost heart did then sustain, 
When severed wide by guiltless gore 
I felt that one could love no more! 
oa maddening thought!—The grave is deep 





oa 


Not i 
Sage í 


0 Where m Amedeus lies asleep, 
: pu I have long forgot to weep. 


«Now hear me: in these regions wild 
o-day my enemy: 
exem £ helpless as a child 
She slumbered on a sunny lea. 
Two friends—no other guard had she, 
And they were wandering on the braes 
And chasing in regardless glee 
The wild goat o'er his dangerous ways. 
120 My hand was raised—my knife was bare; 
With stealthy tread I stole along; 
But a wild bird sprang from his hidden lair 
And woke her with a sudden song. 
Yet moved she not: she only raised 
Her lids and on the bright sun gazed, 
And uttered such a dreary sigh 
I thought just then she should not die 
Since living was such misery. 
Now, Douglas, for our hunted band— 
130 For future joy and former woe— 
Assist me with thy heart and hand 
To send to hell my mortal foe. 
Her friends fall? first, that she may drain 
A deeper cup of bitterer pain. 
Yonder they stand and watch the waves 
Dash in among the echoing caves— 
Their farewell sight of earth and sea! 
Come, Douglas, rise and go with me.” 


The lark sang clearly overhead, 
And sweetly hummed the bee; 
And softly, round their dying b 

ftly, g bed, 
The wind blew from the sea. 
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? Hatfield has fell, but the ; 
à , man 1 : 
: * The line of dots and other Fe is plainly fall. 
ot indicate ellipses; es later in the 


th lines 1 
O lioe. ey are possibly Emily” S ee Eran apparently do 


ice for showing pas- 







ge of mood. 


we 


"n L 147 


Fair Surry would have raised her eyes 
To see that water shine: 

To see once more in mountain skies 
The summer sun decline: 


But ever, on her fading cheek, 

The languid lid would close, 

As weary that such light should break 
150 Its much-desired repose. 


And she was waning fast away— 
Even Memory’s voice grew dim; 
Her former life’s eventful day 
Had dwindled to a dream; 


And hardly could her mind recall 
One thought of joy or pain; 

That cloud was gathering over all 
Which never clears again. 


In vain, in vain; you need not gaze 
160 Upon those features now! 

That sinking head you need not raise, 

Nor kiss that pulseless brow. 


Let out the grief that chokes your breath; 
Lord Lesley, set it free: 

The sternest eye, for such a death, 

Might fill with sympathy. 


The tresses o'er her bosom spread 
Were by a faint breeze blown: 
“Her heart is beating," Lesley said; 
170 “She is not really gone!” 


And still that form he fondly pressed; 

And still of hope he dreamed; 

Nor marked how from his own young breast 
Life’s crimson current streamed. 


At last, the sunshine left the ground; 
The laden bee flew home; 

The deep down sea, with sadder sound, 
Impelled its waves to foam; 
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Asa the corpse Brew heavy on his arm, 


180 The starry heaven grew dim, 


The summer ight, so mild and warm, 
Felt wintery chill to him. 


A troubled shadow o'er his eye 

Came down, and rested there; — 

The moors and sky went swimming by, 
Confused and strange and drear. 


He faintly prayed, “Oh, Death, delay 
Thy last fell dart to throw, 
Till I can hear my Sovereign say, 


190 ‘The traitors heads are low!’ 


“God, guard her life, since not to me 
That dearest boon was given; 

God, bless her arm with victory 

Or bless not me with heaven!” 


Then came the cry of agony, 
The pang of parting pain; 
And he had overpassed the sea 
That none can pass again. 


Douglas leaned above the well, 


200 Heather banks around him rose; 


Bright and warm the sunshine fell 
On that spot of sweet repose, 


With the blue heaven bending o’er, 
And the soft wind singing by, 

And the clear stream evermore 
Mingling harmony. 


On the shady side reclined, 
He watched its waters play, 


And sound and sigh 
th 
210 To banish gloom ae well combined 


A voice spoke near: ‘ 
« ar: "She'll come,” it sai 
And, Douglas, thou shalt be e,” it said, 


ly love, althou 
^ gh the very 
Should rise to rival eee on 
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“Now, only let thine arm be true 
And nerved, like mine, to kill; 
And Gondal's royal race shall rue 
This day on Elmor Hill!” 


They wait not long; the rustling heath 
220 Betrays their royal foe; 

With hurried step and panting breath 

And cheek almost as white as death, 

Augusta sprang below— 


Yet marked she not where Douglas lay; 
She only saw the well— 

The tiny fountain, churning spray 
Within its mossy cell. 


“Oh, [have wrongs to pay,” she cried, 
“Give life, give vigour now!” 
230 And, stooping by the water’s side, 
She drank its crystal flow. 


And brightly, with that draught, came back 
The glory of her matchless eye, 

As, glancing o’er the moorland track, 

She shook her head impatiently. 


Nor shape, nor shade—the mountain flocks 
Quietly feed in grassy dells; 

Nor sound, except the distant rocks 
Echoing to their bells. 


240 She turns—she meets the Murderer’s gaze; 
Her own is scorched with a sudden blaze— 
The blood streams down her brow; 
The blood streams through her coal-black hair— 
She strikes it off with little care; 
She scarcely feels it flow; 
For she has marked and known him too 


And his own heart’s ensanguined dew 
Must slake her vengeance now! 


250 ns friend! no tongue save thine can tell 
° mortal strife that then befell; 
150 ] 
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e night darkened down, 

The stream in silence sang once more; j 

And, on its gree” bank, bathed in gore | 
? 


False Love! no earthly eye did see, 
Yet Heaven's pure eye regarded thee, E 
Where thy own Douglas bled— _ 
How thou didst turn in mockery 
From his last hopeless agony, 

960 And leave the hungry hawk to be 
Sole watcher of the dead! 





Was ita deadly swoon? 

Or was her spirit really gone? 

And the cold corpse, beneath the moon, 
Laid like another mass of dust and stone? 


The moon was full that night, 

The sky was almost like the day: 
You might have seen the pulse’s play 
Upon her forehead white; 


270 You might have seen the dear, dear sign of life 
In her uncovered eye, 
And her cheek changing in the mortal strife 
Betwixt the pain to live and agony to die. 


But nothing mutable was there; 

The face, all deadly fair, 

Showed a fixed impress of keen suffering past 
And the raised lid did show 
No wandering gleam below 

But a stark anguish, self-destroyed at last 


280 Long he gazed and held his breath 
Kneeling on the blood-stained heath: 
Long he gazed those lids beneath 
Looking into Death! 


Not a word f . 
They stood pon his followers fell: 


mute and pale; 
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That black treason uttered well 
Its own heart-harrowing tale. 


But earth was bathed in other gore: 

There were crimson drops across the moor. 
290 And Lord Eldred, glancing round, 

Saw those tokens on the ground: 


“Bring him back!” he hoarsely said; 
“Wounded is the traitor fled; 
Vengeance may hold but minutes brief, 
And you have all your lives for grief.” 


He is left alone—he sees the stars 
Their quiet course continuing, 
And, far away, down Elmor scars 
He hears the stream its waters fling. 


300 That lulling monotone did sing 
Of broken rock and shaggy glen, 
Of welcome for the moorcock's wing; 
But, not of wail for men! 


Nothing in heaven or earth to show 
One sign of sympathizing woe— 
And nothing but that agony, 

In her now unconscious eye, 

To weigh upon the labouring breast 
And prove she did not pass at rest. 


Doug 
high on 
bridged 
dislodg: 
310 But he who watched, in thought had gone, an aval 

Retracing back her lifetime flown: 
Like sudden ghosts, to memory came 
Full many a face and many a name, 
Full many a heart, that, in the tomb, 
He almost deemed might have throbbed again, 
Had they but known her dreary doom, 
Had they but seen their idol there, 
A wreck of desolate despair, 
Left to the wild birds of the air 
320 And mountain winds and rain. 
For him— no tear his stern eye shed “3 
As he looked down upon the dead. | Ride» 
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wild mor? » pe thought, “and doubtful 1007 


j lorious SUN, i 
p À T its course WAS run. A 
That sun should never have been given 
nd dazzle in the heaven, 
Or night has quenched it far too SOON" 


« And thou art gone—with all thy pride: 


Of love, or JOY» OF mortalwoe.  . 

For what thou wert J would not grieve, 

But much for what thou wert to be— 

That life so stormy and so brief, 

That death has wronged us more than thee. 

Thy passionate youth was nearly past, 

The opening sea seemed smooth at last; 

Yet vainly flowed the calmer wave d 
340 Since fate had not decreed to save. S 

And vain too must the sorrow be | 

Of those who live to mourn. for thee; 

But Gondal’s foes shall not complain 

That thy dear blood was poured in vain!" 





Douglas, though wounded, outdistanced his pursuers, until 
high on a crag he found himself trapped at last, facing a chasm 
bridged only by a giant pine “laid by the mountain men.” By 
dislodging this tree and sending it crashing downward, he started 
an avalanche which buried his enemies. 


Well, narrower draw the circle round,* 
And hush that organ’s solemn sound; 
And quench the lamp, and stir the fre 

To rouse its flickering radiance higher; 
Loop up the window’s velvet veil 
EN tM hear the night-wind wail; 
lal t ose gusts, and well their chimes 

end with a song of troubled times— 


‘Th | 
Ride.” e manuscript of this 





poem, dated July 11 
9 ed “Dou Ä 
glas S 
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20 


30 


40 


SONG 


What rider up Gobelrin’s glen 

Has spurred his straining steed, 
And fast and far from living men 
Has pressed with maddening speed? 


I saw his hoof-prints mark the rock 
When swift he left the plain; 

I heard deep down the echoing shock 
Re-echo back again. 


From cliff to cliff, through rock and heath, 
That coal-black courser bounds; 

Nor heeds the river pent beneath, 

Nor marks how fierce it sounds. 


With streaming hair and forehead bare 
And mantle waving wide, 

His master rides; the eagles there 

Soar up on every side; 


The goats fly by with timid cry, 
Their realm so rashly won, 

They pause—he still ascends on high; 
They gaze—but he is gone. 


O gallant horse, hold on thy course! 
The road is tracked behind— 
Spur, rider, spur, or vain thy force; 
Death comes on every wind. 


Roared thunder loud from that pitchy cloud? 
From it the torrents flow; 

Or, woke the breeze in the swaying trees 
That frown so dark below? | 


He breathes at last, when the valley is past; 
He rests on the grey rock’s brow— 

What ails thee, steed? At thy master’s need, 
Wilt thou prove faithless now? 


No; hard] 
Th 


y Checked, with ears erect, 
e charger champed his rein, 





Ere his quivering limbs, all foam-beflecked, 
Were off like light again. 
Hark; through the pass, with threatening crash, 


ncreasing roar! 


Comes on the 1 
But what shall brave the deep, deep wave” 


The deadly path before? 


Their feet are dyed in a darker tide 


50 Who dare those dangers drear; | 
Their breasts have burst through the battle's worst, 


And why should they tremble here? 


Strong hearts they bear, and arms as good, 
To conquer or to fall; 

They dash into the boiling flood, 

They gain the rock's steep wall— 


“Now, my bold men, this one pass more, 
This narrow chasm of stone, 
And Douglas, for our sovereign's gore, 
60 Shall yield us back his own." 


Ihear their ever-nearing tread 
Sound through the granite glen, 
There is a tall pine overhead 
Laid by the mountain men. 


That dizzy bridge, which no horse could track, 
Has choked the outlaw's way; 

There, like a wild beast, he turns back, 

And grimly stands at bay. 





Why smiles he so, when far below 
70 He sees the toiling chase? 
The ponderous tree swa 
ys heavil 
And totters from its place, ^ 


They raise their eyes, for the 
Are lost in sudden shade. 


But, Douglas nei 
: ther shri 
He need not fly the q Coni nor flies 






sunny skies 
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k on the acce 
The story of Douglas’s escape too nts of X 
en O hinder me by no delay," 
My horse is weary of the way; war 
And still his breast must stem the ti e 
Whose waves are foaming far and wide, 
Leagues off I heard their thundering roar, 


he shore: 
fast they burst upon t 
peer steed than mine might dread 


To brave them in their boiling bed. 


Thus spoke the traveller, but in vain: 
The stranger would not turn away; 
Still clung she to his bridle rein, 

And still entreated him to stay. 


And now the house-dog stretched once more* 
His limbs upon the glowing floor; 
The children half resumed their play, 
Though from the warm hearth scared away. 
The goodwife left her spinning-wheel, 
And spread with smiles the evening meal; 
The shepherd placed a seat and pressed 
To their poor fare his unknown guest. 
And he unclasped his mantle now, 

10 And raised the covering from his brow; 
Said, “Voyagers by land and sea 
Were seldom feasted daintily”; 
And checked his host by adding stern 
He'd no refinement to unlearn. 
A silence settled on the room; 
The cheerful welcome sank to gloom; 
But not those words, though cold and high, 


The poem, without date or head; ipt 
« eading, follows on the same manuscrip 
Beet Pie ide cathedral aisles äzellone,” which hears IDE ORIS March, 
poem are possibly q mote 8); though not identified, it and the following 
om. Possibly part of the story of Douglas’s escape. 


IS manusc t S S. 
no identifying Be Tuly 12, 1839, and signed “E. J. Brontë,” bears 
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So froze their hospitable joy. 
No—there was something in his face, 
20 Some nameless thing they could not trace, 
And something in his voice’s tone : 
Which turned their blood as chill as stone. 
The ringlets of his long black hair 
Fell o'er a cheek most ghastly fair. 
Youthful he seemed—but worn as they 
Who spend too soon their youthful day. 
When his glance drooped, ‘twas hard to quell 
Unbidden feelings’ sudden swell; 
And pity scarce her tears could hide, 
30 So sweet that brow, with all its pride; 
But when upraised his eye would dart 
An icy shudder through the heart. 
Compassion changed to horror then 
And fear to meet that gaze again. 
It was not hatred's tiger-glare,' 
Nor the wild anguish of despair; 
It was not useless misery 
Which mocks at friendship's sympathy. 
No—lightning all unearthly shone 
40 Deep in that dark eye’s circling zone, 
Such withering lightning as we deem 
None but a spectre’s look may beam; 
And glad they were when he turned away 
And wrapt him in his mantle grey, 
Leant down his head upon his arm 
And veiled from view their [sic | basilisk charm. 


"ug F 
y 


For all her vivid personality, for all her charm and her evil 
deeds, for all the love and hate lavished upon her, Augusta was 
soon forgotten by both friends and enemies. Only Lord Eldred 





7 E 
B ies happens that Emily in two poems concerning the same 
scriptive chin PR wn Is apart, will use a similar, or the same, de- 
Death of A. G. A.”: rd. Compare Douglas's statement of himself in “The 


The baited tiger could not be 
So much athirst for gore, 


with th ; 
E e present phrase, “hatred’s tiger-glare.” 
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carkied her image in his heartiand grievedifor her the 


years. 


“How do 
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8 The manuscri 
Carries the headi 


ng “E. W. to A.G. A” The E. W. is evidently Lord Eldred 
Ompare the first and last stanzas with “Written in AE Castle" 


lo 3 » e 
ec ares ru nights ), lines 84-91, and “The Death of 


8h the 
How few, of all the hearts that loved,’ 


ieving for thee now! | 
MA should mine, to-night, be moved 


With such a sense of woe? 

Too often, thus, when left alone 
Where none my thoughts can see, 
Comes back a word, a passing tone 
From thy strange history. 


Sometimes I seem to see thee rise, 

A glorious child again— E 

All virtues beaming from thine eyes 
That ever honoured men— 


Courage and Truth, a generous breast 
Where Love and Gladness lay; 

A being whose very Memory blest 
And made the mourner gay. 


O, fairly spread thy early sail, 
And fresh and pure and free 
Was the first impulse of the gale 
That urged life’s wave for thee! 


Why did the pilot, too confiding, 

Dream o’er that Ocean’s foam, 

And trust in Pleasure’s careless guiding 
To bring his vessel home? 


For well he knew what dangers frowned, 
What mists would gather dim; 

What rocks and shelves and sands lay round 
Between his port and him. 





Pt of this poem, dated March 11, 1844, and initialed “E.” 


brightness of the sun, 
splendour of the main, 
30 The Find that bore him wildly on 
Should not have warned in vain. 


A, The very 


An anxious gazer from the shore, 

I marked the whitening wave, 

And wept above thy fate the more E 
Because I could not save. t 


It recks not now, when all 1s over; 

But yet my heart will be 

A mourner still, though friend and lover 
40 Have both forgotten thee! 


ens ci uan: eue EUER T 


The linnet in the rocky dells,’ 
The moor-lark in the air, 

The bee among the heather-bells 
That hide my lady fair: 





The wild deer browse above her breast; 
The wild birds raise their brood; 

And they, her smiles of love caressed, 
Have left her solitude! 


| 
| 
| 


I ween, that when the grave's dark wall 

Did first her form retain, 

They thought their hearts could ne’er recall 
The light of joy again. 


They thought the tide of grief would flow 
Unchecked through future years, 

But where is all their anguish now, 

And where are all their tears? 


Well, let them fight for Honour's breath, 
Or Pleasure’s shade pursue— 

The Dweller in the land of Death 

Is changed and careless too. 


? The manuscript, dated M 
Ww." [ Lord Eldred W.] ay 1, 1844, has no heading, but is signed SR: 
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APPENDIX I 


Emily Bronte’s Poems Pertaining to the 
Republican-Royalist War in Gondal 


Emily and Anne Bronté's poems and birthday notes, 

read together, make it clear that, though their writing through 

the summer of 1845 was still concerned with the A. G. A.-Julius 

period, the play itself, with a new generation of Gondalans on the 

stage, was absorbed in a bitter civil war between Royalists and 

Republicans. 

As early as July 30, 1841, Emily wrote, «The Gondalians are 

at present in a threatening state, but there is no open rupture as 

yet,” and on October 9, 1844, she translates this general condition 
into the plaint (^D. G. C. to J. A.") of a young man facing the 
coming crisis. There is no futher reference to the rift until Em- 
ilys poem of June 2, 1845—and that a doubtful one. But the 
struggle looms large in the birthday notes of July of that year. 
Emily records that during a three-day excursion to York— “our 
first long journey by ourselves together” —she and Anne drama- 
tized themselves as a group of young Royalists escaping from the 
palaces of instruction to join their families and friends, “hard 
ie = ee Er victorious Republicans." In evident gusto 
CERE pac by e s still flourish bright as ever. ... We intend 
KC EUM ee as long as they delight us, which I 

y do at present.” 


Anne on th 
ne same day, after remarking that Emily is “writing 
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the Emperor 
weariness and depre?» 
the Royalists are not quit 
their brothers an 


d sisters, 


The Gondals in d 


Will they impr over 
After the note ce 
wrote but four PO 


Republican 
but a first 


reached in the closing 
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Appendix I 


D. G. C. to J. A.* 


Come, the wind may never again 


Blow as now it blows for us; 


Juliu s's life,” continues in a contrastin 
ssion, “The Republicans are u tong 
e overcome. The young SOVere; Ost, ES 
are still at the Palace of In m With, 
general are not in first-rate Playing ci 
tion 


Ppe 


lebrating her twenty-seventh birthda 
three of them certainly of the E Emily 
e other very probably so. Although the int 
draft, it shows touches of the supre Ast | 
A. G. A.—Julius poems. 


me BTeatn gs, 


And the stars may never again shine as now they shine; 


Long before October returns, 


Seas of blood will have parted us; 
And you must crush the love in your heart, and I the love in mine! 


For face to face will our kindred stand, 
And as they are so shall we be; 

Forgetting how the same sweet earth has borne and nourished all— 
One must fight for the people’s power, 


And one for the rights of Royalty; 
And each be ready to give his life to work the other’s fall. 


phe manuscript of this poem is the earliest, both in plot sequence and 
in date of composition, to be identified with the Republican-Royalist con- 
flict. Nothing more is known either of the speaker or the friend he ad- 


dresses. 


On September 12, 1846, 
150 lines signed “E. Z.” ( 
has as climax the stanza: 
Back, foolish tears! the man I slew 

Was not the boy I cherished S0; 
young arm that clasped the friend 


And that 


Was not the same that stabbed the foe; 


By fime and adverse thoughts estranged, 
Wrongs and vengeance, both were changed. . 


Qoo Bronté completed a companion poem of 
I dreamt last night, and in that dream"), which 


= 


se 


Poems of the Republican-Royalist War E 


nce of war we cannot shun, 


a ; 
T ai na we shrink from our fathers’ cause, 
De dread Death more because the hand that gives it may be dear, 
must bear to see Ambition rule 
n Love, with his iron laws; 


V i > 
2 ü ‘eld our blood for a stranger s sake, and refuse ourselves a tear! 





3 the wind may never again 

Blow „s now it blows for us, 

And the stars may never again shine as now they shine; 
Next October, the cannon $ roar n 
From hostile ranks may be urging us— 
Me to strike for your life's blood, and you to strike for mine. 


"ul 


June 2, 1845 


How beautiful the Earth 3s still? 
To thee—how full of Happiness; 
How little fraught with real ill 
Or shadowy phantoms of distress; 





How Spring can bring thee glory yet 

And Summer win thee to forget 

December's sullen time! 

Why dost thou hold the treasure fast 

Of youth's delight, when youth is past 
10 And thou art near thy prime: 


When those who were thy own compeers, 
Equal in fortunes and in years, 

Have seen their morning melt in tears, 
To dull unlovely day; 

Blest, had they died unproved and young 
Before their hearts were wildly wrung, 
Poor slaves, subdued by passions strong, 
A weak and helpless prey! | 


2 The manuscript of this poem has no identifying heading. At the end is 
written in Charlotte's hand, "Never was better stuff penned." In tone and 
spirit the poem is so like *No coward soul is mine" that I take it to be an- 
other expression of the credo of that speaker, a Gondalan facing a crisis in- 
_- 7 Republican-Royalist conflict. 
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Appendix I 
“Because, I hoped while they enjoyed, 
20 And by fulfilment, hope destroyed— 
As children hope, with trustful breast, 
I waited Bliss and cherished Rest. 


« A thoughtful Spirit taught me soon 
That we must long till life be done; 
That every phase of earthly joy 
Will always fade and always cloy— 


“This I foresaw, and would not chase 
The fleeting treacheries, 
But with firm foot and tranquil face 
30 Held backward from the tempting race, 
Gazed o’er the sands the waves efface 
To the enduring seas— 


“There cast my anchor of Desire 
Deep in unknown Eternity; 
Nor ever let my Spirit tire 
With looking for What is to be. 


“It is Hope’s spell that glorifies 
Like youth to my maturer eyes 
All Nature’s million mysteries— 

40 The fearful and the fair— 


“Hope soothes me in the griefs I know, 
She lulls my pain for others’ woe 
And makes me strong to undergo 
What I am born to bear. 


“Glad comforter, will I not brave 
Unawed the darkness of the grave? 
Nay, smile to hear Death’s billows rave, 
My Guide, sustained by thee? 

The more unjust seems present fate 

50 The more my Spirit springs elate 
Strong in thy strength, to anticipate 
Rewarding Destiny!” 
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August, 1845 
WRITTEN ON THE DUNGEON WALL—N. Ca 


Poé 


M. A 1 know that tonight the wind is sighing, 
The soft August wind, over forest and moor; | Y 


While I in a grave-like chill am lying 
On the damp black flags of my dungeon-floor. | : 1 


I know that the Harvest Moon is shining: 
She neither will wax nor wane for me; 

Yet I weary, weary with vain repining, 
One gleam of her heaven-bright face to see! 


For this constant darkness is wasting the gladness, ! 
10 Fast wasting the gladness of life away: | 

It gathers up thoughts akin to madness 

That never would cloud the world of day. | 


I chide with my soul—I bid it cherish 

The feelings it lived on when I was free, 

But shrinking it murmurs, “Let Memory perish, 
Forget, for thy friends have forgatten thee!" 


Alas, I did think that they were weeping 

Such tears as I weep—it is not so! 

Their careless young eyes are closed in sleeping; 
20 Their brows are unshadowed, undimmed by woe. 


Might I go to their beds, I'd rouse that slumber; 
My spirit should startle their rest, and tell 
How, hour after hour, I wakefully number 
Deep buried from light in my lonely cell! 


Yet, let them dream on, though dreary dreaming 
Would haunt my pillow if they were here, 

And I were laid warmly under the gleaming 

Of that guardian moon and her comrade star. 





8 
die DEC EE speaker in this poem is a young Royalist, prisoner in 
addresses and ollege. Anne repeats the situation and theme in a group of > 
answers between a Royalist lover, “A. E.,” and his sweet- E 


h 66 9» /« 
is Zerona L.” ( Weep not too much, my darling” y $ 
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a pF UT I 
Better that I, my own fate mourn; 

30 Should pine alone in the Prison gio 
Than waken free On the s Rn) 
And feel they were suffering this Me. 

d 


Watching every cloud, dreadin 
That whirls the ‘wildering drifts and bends the ! 
trees. 8 


Ierné's eyes were glazed and dim 

When the castle bell tolled one. 

She looked around her dungeon grim; 
The grating cast a doubtful gleam; 
"Twas one cloud-saddened cold moon-beam. 
Ierné gazed asin a dream 

And thought she saw the sun. 


She thought it was the break of day, 
The night had been so long. 


From the present 152 lines, Emily lifted 13-44 and 65-92, for inclusion 
in Poems, 1846. Charlotte, in preparing a small group of her sister's poems 
for publishing with Wuthering Heights in 1850, combined lines 1-12 with 
eight of her own composition to make “The Visionary.” It was not until 
1938 that the full poem saw print, in a small volume transcribed by Helen 
Brown and Joan Mott from Emily’s notebook headed “Gondal un 

years later, in Hatfield’s edition of 1941, it made its first appearanc 
in an inclusive volume of Emily’s poems. 
Its Cryptic third stanza has an interesting parallel in Anne Base 
few days earlier—Zerona L.'s farewell to her lover, A. E, as priso 
around him (“Oh, weep not, love! each tear that springs"): 


A mother's sad, reproachful eye, 
A. father's scowling brow— 
But he may frown and she may sigh: 
I will not break my vow. 
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d floor; 
hearth, soft the matte | 
er gust creeps through pane or door; A 
e reum burns straight, its rays shoot strong and far; 
f em to be the Wanderer's guiding-star. 
uni 


IUD haughty sire; chide, my angry dame; * 
B Sr slaves to SPY» threaten me with EE ES 
= neither sire nor dame, nor prying sert sha 
Vus angel nightly tracks that waste of winter snow. 


! In the dungeon crypts idly did I stray, 
Reckless of the lives wasting there away; E a 
«Draw the ponderous bars; open, Warder stern: = 
He dare not say me nay—the hinges harshly turn. 


“Qur guests are darkly lodged," I whispered, gazing through 
The vault whose grated eye showed heaven more grey than 
blue. 
(This was when glad spring laughed in awaking pride.) 
20 “Aye, darkly lodged enough!” returned my sullen guide. 


Then, God forgive my youth, forgive my careless tongue! 

I scoffed, as the chill chains on the damp flagstones rung; 
“Confined in triple walls, art thou so much to fear, 

That we must bind thee down and clench thy fetters here?” 


The captive raised her face; it was as soft and mild 

As sculptured marble saint or slumbering, unweaned child; 
It was so soft and mild, it was so sweet and fair, 

Pain could not trace a line nor grief a shadow there! 


: The captive raised her hand and pressed it to her brow: 
I have been struck,” she said, “and I am suffering now; 
p pee are little worth, your bolts and irons strong; 
were they forged in steel they could not hold me long.” 





um lm MAPS Jailor grim: “Shall I be won to hear; 
prayer? reaming wretch, that J shall grant thy 


Or better S ] ^ See 
Ah, Een D uel my master's heart with groans? Si E 
“My mast Bat the sun thaw down these granite stones! Se. 
S er’s s ~ a 
ard as hard pect bland and kind, 


est flint the soul that lurks behind: 
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Appendix J 
And I am rough and rude 


À t > yet not more roy l 
40 Than is the hidden ghost gh to see 


which has its home in me!” 
About her lips there Played a smi 
“My friend,” she gently said, “ 
When you my parents? lives 
Then may I weep and sue... 


le of almost Scorn: 
you have not heard me 
—my lost life, can restore 
but never, E riend, before p» 


T murmured, half aloud, 
And, kneeling, parted back the floating golden Cloud, 


Alas, how former days upon my heart were borne; 

50 How memory mirrored then the prisoner’s Joyous morn: 
Too blithe, too loving child, too warmly, wildly gay! | 
Was that the wintry close of thy celestial May? 


She knew me and she sighed, “Lord Julian, can it be, 
Of all my playmates, you alone remember me? 

Nay, start not at my words, unless you deem it shame 
To own, from conquered foe, a once familiar name. 


"I cannot wonder now at ought the world will do, 
And insult and contempt I lightly brook from you, 
Since those, who vowed away their souls to win my love, 
60 Around this living grave like utter strangers move! 


“Nor has one voice been raised to plead that I might die, 
Not buried under earth but in the open sky; 
By ball or speedy knife or headsman’s skilful blow— 
A quick and welcome pang instead of lingering woe! 


"Yet, tell them, Julian, all, I am not doomed to wear 
Year after year in gloom and desolate despair; 
A messenger of Hope comes every night to me, 
And offers, for short life, eternal liberty. 


“He comes with western winds, with evening’s wandering 
ane i ickest stars; 
70 With that clear dusk of heaven that brings the thicke 
Winds take a pensive tone, and stars a tender D "m 
And visions rise and change which kill me with de 
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“Desire for nothing known in my maturer years 
When joy grew mad with awe at counting future tears; 
When, if my spirit's sky was full of flashes warm, 
I knew not whence they came, from sun or thunderstorm; 


“But first a hush of peace, a soundless calm descends; 
The struggle of distress and fierce impatience ends; 
Mute music soothes my breast—unuttered harmony 

80 That I could never dream till earth was lost to me. 


“Then dawns the Invisible, the Unseen its truth reveals; 
My outward sense is gone, my inward essence feels— 
Its wings are almost free, its home, its harbour found; 
Measuring the gulf it stoops and dares the final bound! 


“Oh, dreadful is the check—intense the agony 
When the ear begins to hear and the eye begins to see; 
When the pulse begins to throb, the brain to think again, 
The soul to feel the flesh and the flesh to feel the chain! 


“Yet I would lose no sting, would wish no torture less; 
90 The more that anguish racks the earlier it will bless; 
And robed in fires of Hell, or bright with heavenly shine, 
If it but herald Death, the vision is divine.” 


She ceased to speak, and I, enero TE watched her there, 
ne now to touch one lock of silken hair— 

A M eer in scorn, on the dank floor I knelt still, 

My fingers in the links of that iron hard and chill. 


ly keeper grow]: 
t heard not, the surty keeper growl; 
I heard, ane t see, the flagstone damp and foul. 
I saw, yet Seed o. paced by the bolted door 
Tre ge 3 alas He walked and, as he shivered, swore. 
100 shiv 
heck glowedan lame, I marked that he did rave 
Whiley í oze his blood, ner uke the grave— 
Of air that 1r wo hours good!" he muttered peevishly; 
«We n Eus off his belt the rusty dungeon key, 
oos1 
Then, ay be pleased, Lord Julian, still + 
T a E let me linger here all day; 
Jn ; ; ; 
But duty W 7, q leave this badge of mine with you, 


^ $e 
jg I might $5 that you'd provea Jallor stern and true.” 


paraya 
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A Ppendix | 
I took the proffered charge; the Captive’ 


8 droonin... 
110 Beneath its shady lash a sudden lightning hig Ing lid 


cc 


Earth’s hope was not so dead, h l; 
dear; 
I read it in that flash of longing quelled 


eaven’s home Was no, 


by fear, 
Then like a tender child whose hand did Just enfold, 
Safe in its eager grasp, a bird it wept to hold, 
When pierced with one wild glance fro 
eye, 
It gushes into tears and lets its treasure fly, 


m the troubled haze] 


150 
Thus ruth and selfish loye together Striving tore 


The heart al] newly taught to pity and adore; 
If I should break the chain, I felt my bird would go; 


While she lay pining there for Death to set her free? 
Rochelle, the dungeons teem with foes to gorge our hate— 
hou art too young to die by such a bitter fate!” 


With hurried blow on blow, I struck the fetters through, 
Oh, I was over-blest by the warm unasked embrace— 
By the smile of grateful joy that lit her angel face! 


And I was over-blest—aye, more than I could dream 


130 When, faint, she turned aside from noon's unwonted beam; 


wave, A 
140 But Julian had no heart to fill a patriot's grave. 
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ec 


en though the cage was wide—the heaven around 
It lay 


Its pinion would not waft my wounded dove away. 


Thr ough thirteen anxious weeks of terror-blent delight 

I guarded her by day and guarded her by night, AS 
hile foes were Prowling near and Death gazed greedily 
d only Hope remained a faithful friend to me. : 


ten in 
Then oft With taunting smile I heard my kindred tell ll: 
H ; Itering roof-tree well; RUNE 
ow Julian loved his hearth and she tering dard Pr 
Ow the trumpet's voice might call, the battle-standa mil 


dalar 
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And I, who am so quick to answer sneer iie sneer; 

ady to condemn, to scorn, a coward'sfear, 
D Jd my peace like one whose conscience keeps him dumb, 
i ct kinsmen go—and lingered still at home. 


] ] held 
hand than mine my rightful banner 
pa my renown on Freedom's crimson field; 
Yet I had no desire the glorious prize to gain— 
It needed braver nerve to face the world's disdain. 


And by the patient strength that could that world dety, 
150 By suffering, with calm mind, contempt and calumny; 

By never-doubting love, unswerving constancy, 

Rochelle, I earned at last an equal love from thee! 


January 2, 1846 


No coward soul is mine” 

No trembler in the world’s storm-troubled sphere 
I see Heaven’s glories shine 

And Faith shines equal arming me from Fear 


O God within my breast 


Almighty ever-present Deity 
Life, that in me hast rest 


As I Undying Life, have power in Thee 


Vain are the thousand creeds 


That move men’s hearts, unutterably vain, 
Worthless as withered weeds 


Or idlest froth amid the boundless main 


To waken doubt in one 


Holding so fast by thy infinity 
So surely anchored on 


The steadfast rock of Immortality 


5 This manuscript is the last entry j y . 
ten immediately Rots ea e Mac e notebook. Writ- 
Currer, Ellis, and Acton Bell, it marks, apparent] ontribution to Poerns by 
war epic, pue PE by Charlotte’s discovery mE her return to the civil 
preceding E er. Though usually read as a bi Gondal Poems" in the 
Emily in the hrst person, evidence indic sn jective poem, spoken b 
dalan facing a crisis incident to the Republic a it wass poken by 
n-no 


A poke 
yalist conflict. by a SA 


7 a ^W Gem a 
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Appendix I 
With wide-embracing love 
Thy spirit animates eternal years 
Pervades and broods above, 
Changes, sustains, dissolves, creates and rears 


Though Earth and moon were gone 
And suns and universes ceased to be 
And thou wert left alone 


Every Existence would exist in thee 


There is not room for Death, 


Nor atom that his might could render void 
Since thou art Being and Breath 
And what thou art may never be destroyed, 


14 September, 1846 


Why ask to know the date—the clime?s 
More than mere words they cannot be: 
Men knelt to God and worshipped crime, 
And crushed the helpless, even as we. 


e This untitled manuscript, entered in “Gondal Poems” on September 
14, 1846, is Emily’s last verse. (But see note 8, following.) Poems a failure 
in the eyes of the public, and Wuthering Heights still hunting a publisher, 
she turned again to “tortured Gondal,” now raised to the universal, any 
country caught in fraternal strife— 


When kindred strive—God help the weak! 
A brother's ruth ’tis vain to seek. 


While all other poems in Emily's two notebooks of 1844 are fair op 
this is an unfinished first draft, indescribably scratched and tee 
with one turn of plot balanced against another. Punctuation, largely d! 
regarded, has been supplied here, to assist the reading. e 

Earlier, on the third and fourth of September, 1845, Anne boue N 
companion poems, illustrating the sentence in her note of July : a 
year, “The Gondals are at present in a sad state. The Republica 
uppermost, but the Royalists are not quite overcome.” 


SONG 


We know where deepest lies the snow, 

And where the frost-winds keenest blow 
On every mountain brow. 

We long have known and learnt to bear 

The wandering outlaw’s toil and care, 
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: e 
But they had learnt, from length of strife 
Of civil war and anarchy, ——— 

To laugh at death and look on life 


with somewhat lighter sympathy. 


It was the autumn of the year, 
10 The time to labouring peasants dear; 
Week after week, from noon to noon, 
September shone as bright as June— 
Still, never hand a sickle held; 
The crops were garnered in the field — 
Trod out and ground by horses’ feet 
While every ear was milky sweet, 
And kneaded on the threshing-floor 
With mire of tears and human gore. 
Some said they thought that heaven’s pure rain 
46 | 20 Would hardly bless those fields again: 
| Not so—the all-benignant skies 
| Rebuked that fear of famished eyes— 


But where we late were hunted, there 
Our foes are hunted now. 


We have their princely homes, and they 


'e 

- To our wild haunts are chased away, 
? Dark woods, and desert caves; 

y And we can range from hill to hill, 


And chase our vanquished victors still, 
Small respite will they find, until 


They slumber in their graves. 
But I would rather be the hare 
1 That, crouching in its sheltered lair, 


, 1 Must start at every sound; 
i That, forced from cornfields waving wide, 
Is driven to seek the bare hillside, 
Or in the tangled copse-wood hide, 
Than be the hunter’s hound! 
September 3, 1845. 


SONG 


Come to the banquet; triumph in your songs! 
Strike up the chords, and sing of “Victory!” 
The oppressed have risen to redress their wron 
a Tyrants are o’erthrown, the Land is fats 
e Land is free! Aye, shout it forth onc = 


Is she not ] 
red with her oppressors' gore? : 
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July Pes ON with Showers anq dew 
“gust glowe in showerless blue; 


No harvest time could be more fajr B 
but ripened there. | [P 


AndI Confess that hate of rest 
And thi 


8s abandoned now, | | 
rom my country's breast if 
brought me to that land of Woe, | 
Enthusiast. jn a name delighting, 
My alien sword Į drew to free 


One race, beneath two standards, fighting 
For Loyalty and Liberty— 
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We are her champions; shall we not rejoice? 
Are not the tyrants’ broad domains our own? 
hen wherefore triumph with a faltering voice? 
“4 And talk of freedom in a doubtful tone? 
s ave we not longed through life the reign to see 
: Of Justice, linked with Glorious Liberty? 


Shout you that will, and you that can rejoice 
To revel in the riches of your foes. 
In praise of deadly vengeance lift your voice; 
Gloat o'er your tyrants’ blood, your victims’ woes. 
I'd rather listen to the skylark's songs, 
And think on Gondal's and my father's wrongs. 


It may be pleasant to recall the death 
Of those beneath whose sheltering roof you lie; 
But I would rather press the mountain-heath 
With nought to shield me from the starry sky. 
And dream of yet untasted Victory; 
A distant hope; and feel that I am free! 


Oh, happy life! To rove the mountains wild, 
The waving woods, or ocean's heaving breast, 

With limbs unfettered, conscience undefiled, 
And choosing where to wander, where to rest! 

Hunted, opposed, but ever strong to gone 

With toils and perils; ever full of hope! 


“Our flower is budding.” When that word Mon heard 
On desert shore, or breezy mountain's Eo Be 
Wherever said, what glorious ee u ee 
’Twas budding then; say, Sh it e 
Is this the end we struggled to obtain 


: 's life again! 
Oh, for the wandering ER B, Seeds 4, 1845. 
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ar 
f the Republican-Royalist W | 
| om kindred strive—God help the weak! 
| pat ruth ’tis vain to seek: 


NS 
t hurt my chiva 
a s in their cruelty; 


| —_J learnt to wear i 

2 j But I grew hard , er: E 

> 40 Aniron front to terror s prayel, ' 
wp | awa | 
AS Ilearnt to turn my ears ^ her ; 
ME e's groans, as Weil as 3 
Mot 1 From tortur mu : 
"3 Es B force I learnt — What power a = 
: ? = 
E | f 2 say the conquered should not die: | 
What heart, one trembling foe to vm 
yl | When hundreds daily filled the grave: 
" | Yet, there were faces that could move 
ey, 1 j 
g l A moment’s flash of human love; 
N And there were fates that made me fee 
1 | 50 I was not, to the centre, por 

I've often witnessed wise men tear 

i l To meet distress which they foresaw; 
j I And seeming cowards nobly bear 


A doom that thrilled the brave with awe. 


Strange proofs I've seen, how hearts could hide 
Their secret with a life-long pride, 
And then reveal it as they died— 


Strange courage, and strange weakness too, 
In thatlast hour when most are true, 
60 Andtimid natures strangely nerved 


To deeds from which the desperate swerved. 


TheseI may tell; but, leave them now: 
Go with me where my thoughts would go; 
Now all to-day a 


nd alllast night 
ve had one scene before my sight— 


Wood- 


Unclouded 


Shadowed da 


les, a harvest moon 


A sole 


in its glorious n 


mn lands 
A red fire on a 


Cape wide a 


oon; 
nd still; 


distant hil]— 
line of fires, 
a dusker, drearier glow— 
dS beams, and lime, and blackened stones 
"PHed in cairns o'er burning bones 
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And lurid flames that licked 


the Wood, 
Then quenched their glare j 


np Ools of blood 


But yester-eve—No! never Care; 

Let street and suburb smoulder there 
Smoke-hidden in the winding glen 
They lay too far to vex my ken. 


$0 Four score shot down—all veterans strong: 

One prisoner spared—their leader—young 
And he within his house was laid 
Wounded and weak and nearly dead. 
We gave him life against his will, 
For he entreated us to kil]— 

But statue-like we saw his tears — 
And harshly fell our captain's sneers! 


“Now, heaven forbid!” with scorn he said, 
“That noble gore our hands should shed 
70 Like common blood—retain thy breath, 

Or scheme if thou canst purchase death. 
When men are poor we sometimes hear 
And pitying grant that dastard prayer; 

€n men are rich we make them buy 
The pleasant privilege to die. 
O, we have castles reared for kings, 
Embattled towers and buttressed wings 
Thrice three feet thick and guarded well 
With chain and bolt and sentinel! 

100 We build our despots’ dwellings sure 

Knowing they love to live secure— 
And our respect for royalty 
Extends to thy estate and thee!" 


The suppliant groaned; his moistened eye 

Swam wild and dim with agony. 

The gentle blood could ill sustain 
egrading taunts, unhonoured pain. 


Bold had he shown himself to lead; 
110 a 9** to smite and proud to bleed; 
man amid the battle's storm: 
N infant in the after calm. 
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j ion stood 
d the town his mansion S | 
piam e with pasture-land and wood; 
er there our wounded soldiers lymg 
Enjoyed the ease of wealth in dying. 


For him, no mortal more than he 

Had softened life with luxury; 

And truly did our priest declare : 
«Of good things he had had his share. 


120 We lodged him in an empty place, 
The full moon beaming on his face 
Through shivered glass and ruins, made 
Where shell and ball the fiercest played. 


I watched his ghastly couch beside 
Regardless if he lived or died— 

Nay, muttering curses on the breast 
Whose ceaseless moans denied me rest. 


"Twas hard, I know, ’twas harsh to say 

“Hell snatch thy worthless soul away!” 

130 But then 'twas hard my lids to keep 

Through the long night estranged from sleep. 
Captive and keeper both outworn 

Each in his misery yearned for morn, 


Even though returning morn should bring 
Intenser toil and suffering. 


Slow, slow it came! Our dreary room 
Grew drearier with departing gloom; 


Yet as the west wind warmly blew 


Ifelt my pul 
pulses bo 
140 And turned to hi und anew, 


m—Nor breeze, nor ray 
uld of shattered clay. 


revealed to me 
ul constancy, 
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: V g at all ; 
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z? | ever, when I pray, l 
God will repay—God will repay!” 1 bie 


He does r epay and soon and well 
The deeds that turn his earth to hell, 
The wrongs that aim a venomed dart 
Through nature at the Eternal Heart. 
Surely my cruel tongue was cursed. 
I know my prisoner heard me speak: 
A transient gleam of feeling burst 
And wandered o'er his haggard cheek, 
180 And from his quivering lids there stole 
A look to melt a demon's soul— 
A silent prayer more powerful far 
Than any breathed petitions are, 
Pleading in mortal agony 
To mercy's Source but not to me. 
Now I recall that glance and groan 
And wring my hands in vain distress; 


0: N 


fy 


Nor felt ON 
er ta en [left him there, 


| 2 Nas one breath of morning air 
| trug£ with his last despair, 
ro f the "wildered Cr . 


below 
d eager sought the court 
ues o'er a trough of chiselled stone 


Anice cold well did gurgling flow. 
The water its ba Ls 
| 0 A stranger tinge of fiery 7°" 
l = E scarcely marked the hue; 
| My food was dyed with cri 
| As] went out, a ragged child 
| With wasted cheek and ringlets wild, 
! A shape of fear and misery; 
; Raised up her helpless hands to me 
| And begged her father's face to see- 
I spurned the piteous wretch away 
“Thy father’s face 15 lifeless clay 
910 As thine mayst be ere fall of day 
Unless the truth be quickly told— 
Where they have hid thy father’s gold.” 
Yet in the intervals of pain 
He heard my taunts and moaned again, 
And mocking moans did I reply 
And asked him why he would not die 
In noble agony—uncomplaining. 
Was it not foul disgrace and shame 
To thus disgrace his ancient name? 
220 J ust then a comrade hurried in 
se » he oe “sin genders sin 
every soldier slain they’ve sw 
To hang up five ee ee 


Full thirty from one company y-three, 
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Appendix I 


And all my father’s family; 

And comrade thou hadst only one— 
They ve ta’en thy all, thy little son,” 
Down at my captive’s feet I fell— 


230 I had no option in despair— 
“As thou wouldst save thy soul from hell 
My heart’s own darling bid them spare, 
Or human hate and hate divine 
Blight every orphan flower of thine.” 
He raised his head—from death beguiled, 
He wakened up—he almost smiled. 
“1 lost last night my only child. 
Twice in my arms twice on my knee 
You stabbed my child and laughed at me. 
240 And so,” with choking voice he said, 
“I trust in God; I hope she’s dead, 
Yet not to thee, not even to thee 
Would I return such misery. 
Such is that fearful grief I know 
I will not cause thee equal woe. 
Write that they harm no infant there — 
Write that it is my latest prayer.” 
I wrote—he signed—and thus did save 
My treasure from the gory grave 
250 And O my soul longed wildly then 
To give his saviour life again. 
But heedless of my gratitude 
The silent corpse before me lay 
And still methinks in gloomy mood 
I see it fresh as yesterday, 
The sad face raised imploringly 
To mercy’s God, and not to me. 
I could not rescue him; his child 
I found alive, and tended well 
260 But she was full of anguish wild 
And hated me like we hate hell 
And weary with her savage woe 
One moonless night I let her go. ; 
In C. W. Hatfield’s Complete Poems of Emily Jane Bronté 
(1941), this note is appended to the above poem: 
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e Republican-Royalist War 
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in the manuscript. 

r regarded. . . - E. 

jines hav? MUS Eis 54 and 76 to 263 are now printed for the fi 
mes 1 10 ©, v 


edition of the poems. 


jme in an 


May 13, 1848 


Why ask to know what date, what clime?* 
There dwelt our own humanity, 
Power-worshippers from earliest time, 
Foot-kissers of triumphant crime 

Crushers of helpless misery, 

Crushing down Justice, honouring Wrong: 
If that be feeble, this be strong. 


Shedders of blood, shedders of tears: 


Self-cursers avid of distress; 


Yet mocking heaven with senseless prayers 
For mercy on the merciless. 


It was the autumn of the year 

When grain grows yellow in the ear; 
Day after day, from noon to noon, 

The August sun blazed bright as June. 


an we with unregarding eyes 
aw panting earth and glowing skies; 





